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INTRODUCTION 


The expression 'Detective Story,' though still loosely 
describe any tale dealing with crime and detectives, 
quired of late years a narrower, specialized meaning, 
writers now reserve it for those stories of crime and detection 
in which the interest lies in the setting of a problem and its 
solution by logical means. Psychological studies of the crimi¬ 
nal mind are more properly called ' crime stories ’; while 
criminological problems whose solutions are arbitrarily revealed 
by coincidence or accident, or by straightforward explanations 
by the author, are styled ‘ mysteries ’ or ' thrillers.' Although, 
theoretically, there is no very good reason why a problem story 
should not be written about some subject other than crime, yet 
the detective story is, historically, an offshoot of the story of 
crime and sensation, and retains the marks of its origin: its 
intellectual structure is embellished by the emotional elements 
of horror, moral indignation, and excitement common to all 
types of crime literature. 

It took some time for the detective story, as we know it, to 
establish itself as a specialized branch of crime fiction. We find 
sporadic examples of it in Oriental folk-tales, in the Apocryphal 
Books of the Old Testament, in the play-scene in Hamlet ; 
while Anstotle in his Poetics puts forward observations about 
dramatic plot-construction which are applicable to-day to the 
construction of a detective mystery. But the story in which 
the logical problem is recognized as the main source of interest 
is, for practical purposes, the invention of the last ninety years. 
Even within this period it was only by slow degrees that the 
most important principle of the modern detective story was 
isolated and generally accepted: the principle which we know 
as the 'Fair-Play Ride.’ 

I say ‘ isolated and generally accepted,’ because the fair-play : 
nde was, on two occasions, discovered and applied quite early 
in the period. In three at least of Edgar Allan Poe's stories, 
pubUshed in the ’forties, the essential clues are all collected and 
set before the reader before the deteotive makes any deductions 
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from them. Again, and apparently quite independently, 
Wilkie Collins hit upon the same method of narration in The 
Moonstone (1868). But neither critics nor imitators seem to 
have grasped at the time the essential difference between these 
stories and other stories dealing with the exploits of detectives. 
Not until the present century did readers, helped by such able 
critics as G. K. Chesterton and Father Ronald Knox, learn to 
make the observance of the fair-play rule the test of quality 
in a detective story. 

The brilliant experiments of Edgar Allan Poe have something 
Melchizedek-like about them; in a literary sense they are, to 
all intents and purposes, without beginning or descent, and it 
is difficult to show that they derive from anything but his own 
analytical mind, which he enjoyed exercising upon real or in¬ 
vented criminological problems. Nor do they appear to have 
exercised any great immediate literary influence. Poe’s style, 
at once harsh and affected, was against him; and although he 
himself says that his object in writing these stories was ‘to 
depict some very remarkable features in the character of' his 
detective, Dupin, his character-drawing was not sufficiently 
vivid or sympathetic to capture the fancy of the common 
reader. Yet he gave us the working model of the Holmes- 
Watson combination and of that opposition between the con¬ 
ventional policeman and the unconventional amateur which 
was later to become a commonplace of detective fiction. He 
also established the two great formulae for the ‘surprise’ 
solution, by way of the unexpected means ( Murders in the 
Rue Morgue) and the most unlikely person ( Thou Art the 
Man), and, in The Purloined Letter, pointed the way to the 
solution achieved by psychological, rather than material, 
clues. 

During the following four decades, however, the main de¬ 
velopment of the detective story lay along the lines of the 
English ‘sensational novel’ of Dickens, Collins, and Le Fanu, 
and the French roman policier of Gaboriau. 

Now the main difference between these writers and Poe is, 
put crudely and plainly, that he was a short-story writer and 
they were novelists. Recent improvements in police organiza¬ 
tion on both sides of the Channel had aroused a widespread 
general interest in detective problems, but both in England 
and in France this particular interest was grafted on to the 
main stock of the novel of adventure and the novel of contem- 
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porary bourgeois manners. The writers approach the subject 
in the spirit of the novelist: however complicated the problem, 
they never present the story as an isolated episode existing 
solely in virtue of its relation to the mechanics of detection. 
They are interested in the social background, in manners and 
morals, in the depiction and interplay of character; their works 
have a three-dimensional extension in time and space; they all, 
in their various ways, offer some kind of ‘criticism of life.' 
Dickens, delighting in humour and humanity; Gaboriau, 
wittily depicting the life of the French provincial town and 
interrupting the progress of the detection in order to go back 
and retell the story from the emotional point of view of the 
murderer; Le Fanu, with his emphasis on the picturesque and 
romantic and his masterly evocation of an atmosphere of 
spiritual evil; Collins, solidly preoccupied with such important 
social questions as the inequalities of the marriage law and 
the legal position of illegitimate children; all conceive of the 
'mystery' as a constructional element in a work of universal 
scope, and view their characters in relation to a life outside the 


limits of the plot. Even in The Moonstone, in which the human 
interest is most rigidly subordinated to the plot-structure, the 
handling is unmistakably that of a novelist; Poe might have 
constructed the impeccable 'fair-play' plot, but he could 
never have surrounded it with such suggestive and rounded 
studies of life and character as Rachel Verinder, Gabriel 
Betteredge, and Rosanna Spearman. 

t rich an d complex structure which we know as the 

sensation novel ’ of the 'sixties, contemporaries naturally 
failed to single out the element which was new in European 
literature or to see the possibilities of special development 
i erent m the fair-play plot. Lesser exponents imitated, as 
usual, the worst qualities of the masters. They grasped the 
rough idea of a secret, a sensation, a surprise solution; what 
escaped them was the importance of the logical elements in the 
unraveUmg of the mystery. By piling secret on secret and 
shock on shock and leaving the solution to chance coincidence, 
ey succeeded in debasing the sensation novel until it be- 
came as vulgar trivial, and unwholesome as its worst enemies 
d ever thought it. Good novelists, now earnestly tackling 

I S ,° Cia1 ' , m ° ra1 ' and P oliti cal questions, would havf 
nothing to do with it, and it was left for hack writers to concoct 

ever more thick and slab, the hotchpotch of murders, bigamies! 



X 


INTRODUCTION 

lost wills, missing heirs, impersonations, thefts, frauds, and 
sensational coincidences, to tickle the undiscriminating palate 
in defiance of sense and decency. 

When, towards the end of the century, Conan Doyle came to 
put new life into detective fiction and lift it once more to a 
plane where self-respecting readers could take notice of it, 
it is significant that his great success was achieved in short- 
story form. True, the first Sherlock Holmes tale was. in its 
material aspect, a brief novel, with its formal structure 
modelled upon Gaboriau (Study in Scarlet, 1887). But he is 
the spiritual heir, not of Gaboriau, and still less of Dickens, 
Collins, or Le Fanu, but of Poe. Holmes and Watson (whoever 
may have been their prototypes in real life) are Dupin and his 
friend made human and lovable. Brilliantly as they are con¬ 
ceived, they do not belong to the wide and complex world 
of the novel, but to the more restricted field of the short 
story. They are static figures; after forty years they have 
not aged or developed in any essential manner, and. despite 
all ingenious speculation about the number of Dr. Watson’s 
marriages, they remain men with no private lives. Again, 
the social background and the minor characters are sketched 
in with no more elaboration than is strictly necessary to the 
plot. If we compare, for example. No Name with The Hound 
of the Baskervilles we realize at once that it is something more 
than a difference in wordage that makes the one a novel and 
the other an expanded short story. 

On the other hand, Conan Doyle does not invariably follow 
Poe's stern example in laying all the clues before the reader: 
over and over again. Holmes presents his deductions first and 
his observations after. 

‘How do you know that he values it [the pipe] highly?’ I asked. 

‘Well, I should put the original cost of the pipe at seven-and-six- 
pence. Now it has, you see, been twice mended: once in the wooden 
stem and once in the amber. Each of these mends, done, as you 
observe, with silver bands, must have cost more than the pipe did 
originally. The man must value the pipe highly when he prefers to 
patch it up rather than buy a new one with the same money.' 

The Yellow Face. 

‘Fair play’ would have described the pipe and its repairs 
first and given the detective’s conclusions only after the reader 
had had the opportunity of drawing them for himself. Poe 
sometimes allows Dupin to let off detective fireworks in this 
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arbitrary manner, as in the famous 'thought-reading' passage 
in The Rue Morgue, but with him they are incidental decora¬ 
tions only, whereas Conan Doyle frequently allows them to 
intrude into the investigation of the central problem. 

Thus, the Sherlock Holmes stories, in a sense, miss the great 
qualities both of Poe and of the great sensation novelists, 
having neither the analytical purity of the one nor the wide 
human range of the others. Yet Doyle's contribution to 
detective fiction is of enormous importance. His style is 
clear, witty, workmanlike, and persuasive, free from violent 
sensationalism on the one hand and from academic pomposity 
on the other; his characters, within their limitations, have the 
breath of life in them and command belief and enthusiastic 
affection; finally, he initiates the reader into the romantic 
adventure of the intellect, exciting him, not by a multiplication 
of shocks and horrors, but by contemplation of ‘ the great issues 
that^may hang from a bootlace.’ Poe had been too abstract, 
the sensation novelists too emotional; but now it became 
possible for the detective story to win the heart of the public 
in its own right as a problem. 


The immediate result was a huge demand for more stories of 
this kind and a stimulation of the reader's intellectual powers. 
People began eagerly to observe phenomena for themselves 
and make their own deductions. They became more critical 
and demanded from detective writers an increased regard for 
technical accuracy. Doctors complained of sketchy medical 
detail; policemen of infractions of official etiquette; lawyers 
of impossible court scenes and indefensible tamperings with 
the rules of evidence. Writers, hastening to comply with these 
requirements, found huge stores of material ready and waiting 
to be used. The possibilities of science were explored: L. T. 
Meade^ in collaboration first with Clifford Halifax and later 
with Robert Eustace, wrote the long series of tales beginning 
with Stories from the Diary of a Doctor (1893) and ending with 
T/ie Sorcewi of the Strand (1902), and this paved the way for 
K. Austin Freeman and the modem scientific detective story. 

J* I . 9I i.. Fr ^ nk „ Froest ' an ^-superintendent of Scotland Yard, 
wrote The Grell Mystery along the lines of real-life detective 

ethods; and after him came others—Freeman Wills Crofts 

to J ° hn Rh ° de ' Hem T Wade, E. R. Punshon— 

S thC p ° hce ® an the hero, instead of the butt, of detec¬ 
tive fiction. Legal technicalities were exploited: the laws of 
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marriage and inheritance, the peculiar pleas of autrefois acquit 
and autrefois convict ; the custom of gavelkind and the intricacies 
of the law of entail. Settings were chosen (such as railways, 
artists' studios, ancient universities) in which special local 
knowledge played its part in propounding and solving the 
problem. New discoveries in all spheres (wireless telephony, 
‘heavy air,’ the new barbituric compounds, invisible rays, 
infra-red photography, Freudian psychology) were pressed 
into the service to bring about a murder or a discovery. As 
the public became familiar with the technique of detection by 
finger-prints, analysis of bloodstains, tests for poison, micro¬ 
scopic examination of bullets, and so forth, the fictional 
machinery was elaborated to keep pace with the intensive 
education of the reader’s mind. The fair-play rule came to 
be established; and it was finally accepted that, while the clues 
must be shown and the solution reached by reasonable deduc¬ 
tion, yet the writer might assume the reader to be acquainted 
with any established and recorded fact, however obscure or 
recently discovered. 

Though it was no doubt highly necessary to achieve this 
perfection of technique, the result was that the detective story 
became over-intellectualized. The human interest was lost 
in the mechanical ingenuities of the plot; and since any com¬ 
petent craftsman could hammer together a problem of this 
kind, the genre once again began to be neglected by the genuine 
literary artists. Though much of the best detective work was 
produced in novel form, the technique was still that of the 
short story 'with a twist in the tail,’ and everything—more 
especially psychological probability—was sacrificed to the 
'surprise ending.’ 

A few writers, such as E. C. Bentley and A. E. W. Mason, 
still remembered that they were novelists and strove hard to 
keep the detective story in touch with life; but these were rare 
exceptions. It became axiomatic that the great romantic 
emotions were out of place in detective fiction, so that we 
observed the extraordinary phenomenon of a whole literature 
based upon a hypothesis of crime and violence and yet abstain¬ 
ing from any serious treatment of the sins and passions— 
particularly the sexual passions—which commonly form the 
motives for violent crime. H. C. Bailey, indeed, founded his 
‘Mr. Fortune’ stories on a genuine morbid psychology, while 
G. K. Chesterton—a voice crying in the wilderness—succeeded. 
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almost alone, in bringing the name of God into a detective story 
without making it sound like a blasphemy. But the mass of 
writers shrank from any profound treatment of the larger 
emotions, and preferred to handle their characters as mere 
chess-pieces endowed with conventional attributes. 

Now, no kind of fiction can survive for very long cut off 
from the great interests of humanity and from the main stream 
of contemporary literature. Many readers complained they 
couldn't read detective stories ’ because the characters were 
uninteresting and the writing was uninspired. It looked as 
though the time had come to revert—but this time with the 
improved fair-play technique—to the Victorian conception of 
a detective story that should at the same time be a novel of 


character and manners; and the modern tendency is towards 
this kind of development. We can now handle the mechanical 
elements of the plot with the ease of long practice; we have yet 
to discover the best way of combining these with a serious 
artistic treatment of the psychological elements, so that the 
intellectual and the common man can find common ground for 
enjoyment in the mystery novel as once they did in Greek or 
Elizabethan tragedy. 

The present collection of examples, being necessarily con¬ 
fined to short stories, cannot altogether do justice to those 
writers whose best work has been produced in novel form; it 
does, however, illustrate certain tendencies in the develop¬ 
ment of the detective story. Poe's Purloined Letter shows his 
criminal using his knowledge of psychology to bamboozle the 
police, and outwitted by a detective expert in drawing psycho- 
logical mferences. In The Biter Bit. Wilkie Collins mak<* use 
°, technical legal knowledge within the narrow frame of the 
snort story. The excerpt from Stevenson’s Master of Ballan- 

exampie ° f the 'P erfect murder' that 
seeks to baffle justice by escaping beyond the range of legal 

r . d “* tena l P roof - The Man in the Passage displays G. K 

both m his strength and weakness—the material 

^ the nJvrh 6 ? ^ ( , th ° Ugh fairly P rese *ted as far as they 
go), the psychological clues illuminating by their insight into 

E C an BTn« Ur - ““8 "P to a bnfhaL surpn^endS^ 

res -ssstrsf r.2- its arssra 
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Robert'Eustace) and The Contents of a Mare’s Nest (a typical 
Austin Freeman). Thomas Burke’s sinister tale. The Hands of 
Mr. Ottermole, creates so fine an atmosphere of horror that only 
at a second reading do we observe how fairly the clues are laid. 
Father Ronald Knox in Solved by Inspection deals in plain 
inference from observation. Agatha Christie, though better 
known through her 4 Hercule Poirot' detective stories, provides 
in Philomel Cottage a modern specimen of the ‘perfect murder’ 
by psychological means for comparison with the Stevenson 
tale. Anthony Berkeley’s Avenging Chance is the ‘short story 
with a twist in the tail'; he is a master of this method, and sub¬ 
sequently elaborated this same plot to novel-length, giving it 
an extra twist in the process ( Poisoned Chocolates Case). In 
The Sleeping-Car Express and The Elusive Bullet, Freeman 
Wills Crofts and John Rhode make use of their expert technical 
knowledge of railways and ballistics, respectively. The Itnage 
in the Mirror is my own attempt to make fair use of a motif 
which has sometimes been used unfairly to spring a surprise 
which the reader could not have foreseen; here the clue is 
openly and even ostentatiously trailed for the reader who 
happens to have dabbled about among popular works on 
biology. Henry Wade's A Matter of Luck is the kind of story 
in which the reader is shown the crime first and the detection 
afterwards; it shows his realistic handling of police methods. 
In Superfluous Murder, Milward Kennedy uses the method 
first popularised by R. Austin Freeman of showing the method 
of the crime first and the method of detection after; adding a 
cynical twist in the modern manner. H. C. Bailey's Yellow 
Slugs is not only first-class detection but also a character¬ 
istic expression of- his passionate hatred of spiritual cruelty. 
Finally, in The Nail and The Requiem, C. Daly King, the 
American psychologist who wrote the curiously Peacockian 
'Obelist' novels, presents a short story; so that we end, where 
we began, in America. 


may 1936 


Dorothy L. Sayers. 
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EDGAR ALLAN POE 


THE PURLOINED LETTER 
Nil sapientiae odiosius acumine nimio . —senega. 

At Paris, just after dark one gusty evening in the autumn 
of 18—, I was enjoying the t wofold luxury of meditation 
and a meerschaum . in company witE my friend, C. Auguste 
Dupin, in his'Little back library or book-closet, an troisiime, 
No. 33 Rue Dun6t, Faubourg St. Germain. For one hour at 
least we had maintained a pr ofoun d silence; while each, to 
any c asua l observer, might have seemed i ntently and 
cIu.UY.fi fyoccupied with the c urling eddies^ oT^moke that 
o ppresse d the atmosphere of the chamber. For myself, 
however, I was mentally discussing certain topjes which had 
formed matter for conversation between usaran earlier 
period of the evening; I mean the affair of the Rue Morgue, 
and the m vsterv attending the murder of Marie RogSt. I 
looked upon it, therefore, as something of a C oincidenc e 
when the door of our apartment was thrown open and 

admitted our old acquaintance. Monsieur G-, the 

prefect of the Parisian police. 

We gave him a hearty welcome; for there was nearly half 
as much of the entertaining as of the c ontemptible about the 
man, and we had not seen him for several years. We had 
beert sitting in the dark, and Dupin now arose for the pur¬ 
pose of lighting a lamp, but sat down again, without doing ; 
so upon G-—*s saying that he had called to consul* us, oM 
rather to ask the opinion of my friend, about someofficial + 
business which had occasioned a great deal of trouble. 

If it is any pomt.requiring reflection,’ observed Dupin 

as he forbore to e nkindle the yick, ‘ we shall examine it to 
better purpose m'the dark.’ 

S of ; odSi^ n '5^ thUS lived am ‘ id “ 

wi,h * 
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‘And what is thp difficulty now?’ I asked. ‘Nothing 
more in the assassination way, I hope ? ’ 

Oh, no; nothing of that nature. The fact is, the business 
is very simple indeed, and I make no doubt that we can 
manage it sufficiently well ourselves; but then I thought 

Dupin would like to hear the details of it, because it is so 
excessively odd.’ » , ’ , . 

j Simple and odd,' said Dupin. \ 

' Why, yes; and not exactly that, either. The fact is, we 
have all been a good deal puzzled because the affair is so 
simple, and yet baffles us altogether.’ 

' Perhaps it is the very simplicity of the thing which puts 
you at fault,’ said my friend. 

‘What nonsense you do talk!’ replied the prefect, laugh¬ 
ing heartily. 

'Perhaps the mystery is a little too plain,’ said Dupin. 

'Oh, good heavens! who ever heard of such an idea?' 

'A little too self-evident.' \ 

Ha! ha! ha!—ha! ha! ha!—ho! ho! ho!' roared our 
visitor, profoundly amused; ‘oh, Dupin, you will be the 
death of me yet!' 

* And what, after all, is the matter on hand? ’ I asked. 

‘Why, I will tell you,.’ replied the prefect as he gave a 
long, steady, and contemplative puff, and settled himself in 
his chair. ‘I will tell you in a few words; but, before I 
begin, let me caution you that this is an affair demanding the 
greatest secrecy, and that I should most probably lose the 
position I now hold, were it known that I confided it to 
any one.’ 

‘Proceed,’said I. 

' Or not,' said Dupin. v 

‘Well, then; I have received personal information, from 
a very high quarter, that a certain document of the last 
importance has been purloined from the royal apartments. 
The individual who purloined it is known; this beyond a 
doubt; he was seen to take it. .-It is known, also, that it still 
remains in his possession.' \ * - , , 

'How is this known?' asked Dupin. 

‘It is clearly inferred,' replied the prefect, ‘from the 
nature of the document, and from the non-appearance of 
certain results which would at once arise from its passing 
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out of the robber's possession—that is to say, from his 
employing it as he must design in the end to employ it.’ 
'Be a little more explicit,’ I said. 

‘ Well, I may venture so far as to say that the paper gives 
its holder a certain power in a certain quarter where such 
power is immensely valuable.’ The prefect was fond of the 
cant of diplomacy. 

* Still I do not quite understand,' said Dupin. 

‘No? Well; the disclosure of the document to a third 
person, who shall be nameless, would bring in question the 
honour of a personage of most exalted station; and this fact 
gives the holder of the document an ascendancy over the 
illustrious personage whose honour and peace are so 
jeopardized.' 

„' Bu U his . aS , CCndanc y'’ 1 interposed, ‘would depend upon 
robbers knowledge of the loser’s knowledge of the 
robber. Who would dare-?’ 

oil 7 n- e thief ’’ sai(i G —“»‘ is the minister D-, who dares 

ail things, those unbecoming as well as those becoming a 

£?}■ r ? ethod of the theft was not less ingenious than 
bold. The document in question—a letter, to be frank— 

th e d ^ W* b y the P^sonags robbed while alone in 

intprrn^i ^ 1 u d ?u' Dunng lts P er usal she was suddenly 
from whom by th . e .^france of th e other exalted personage 
h,?£^ a eS ^ ClaU 1 y 11 was her wish to conceal it. After a 
Wd endeavo . ur to thrust it in a drawer, she was 

forced to place it, open as it was, upon a table. The address 

S K uppermost, and, the content thus unexposed, 

mfniiter D eSCa P ed "°, tlce - At this juncture enters the 
minister u ——. His lynx eye immediately perceives the 

the confusimofth 116 handwriting of the address, ^serves 
secret A w , the personage addressed, and fathoms her 
fn hi^* ter some business transactions, hurried through 

s^to^e7ne manner \ he produces a ^ter somewhat 
and then v? 9 uestl o n » opens it, pretends to read it, 

Again he ^ close JuxtafJbsition to the other 

pubTc At S ienSh S °C; e t a fi U teen I 
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at her elbow. The minister decamped, leaving his own 
letter—one of no importance—upon the table.’ 

‘ Here, then,’ said Dupin to me, 'you have precisely what 
you demand to make the ascendancy complete—the robber's 
knowledge of the loser’s knowledge of the robber.’ 

‘Yes,’ replied the prefect; ‘and the power thus attained 
has, for some months past, been wielded for political pur¬ 
poses to a very dangerous extent. The personage robbed is 
more thoroughly convinced, every day, of the necessity of 
reclaiming her letter. But this, of course, cannot be done 
openly. In fine, driven to despair, she has committed the 
matter to me.’ 

‘Than whom,’ said Dupin, amid a perfect whirlwind of 
smoke, ‘ no more sagacious agent could, I suppose, be desired 
or even imagined.’ 

'You flatter me,' replied the prefect, ‘but it is possible 
that some such opinion may have been entertained.’ 

'It is clear,' said I, ‘as you observe, that the letter is 
still in the possession of the minister; since it is this posses¬ 
sion, and not any employment of the letter, which bestows 
the power. With the employment the power departs.' 

'True,' said G-; ‘and upon this conviction I pro¬ 

ceeded. My first care was to make thorough search of the 
minister's h6tel; and here my chief embarrassment lay in 
the necessity of searching without his knowledge. Beyond 
all things, I have been warned of the danger which would 
result from giving him reason to suspect our design.’ 

‘ But,’ said I, ‘ you are quite au fait in these investigations. 
The Parisian police have done this thing often before.'A 

‘Oh, yes; and for this reason I did not despair. The 
habits of the minister gave me, too, a great advantage. He 
is frequently absent from home all night. His servants are 
by no means numerous. They sleep at a distance from their 
master’s apartment, and, being chiefly Neapolitans, are 
readily made drunk. I have keys, as you know, with 
which I can open any chamber or cabinet in Paris. For 
three months a night has not passed, during the greater 
part of which I have not been engaged, personally, in 

ransacking the D-Hotel. My honour is interested, and, 

to mention a great secret, the reward is enormous. So I did 
not abandon the search until I had become fully satisfied 
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that the thief is a more astute man than myself. I fancy 
that I have investigated every nook and comer of the 
premises in which it is possible that the paper can be 
concealed.’ 

‘But is it not possible,’ I suggested, 'that although the 
letter may be in possession of the minister, as it unquestion¬ 
ably is, he may have concealed it elsewhere than upon his 
own premises ? 

‘This is barely possible,’ said Dupin. ‘The present 
peculiar condition of affairs at court, and especially of those 

intrigues in which D-is known to be involved, would 

render the instant availability of the document—its sus¬ 
ceptibility of being produced at a moment’s notice — a 
point of nearly equal importance with its possession.’ 

‘Its susceptibility of being produced?’ said I. 

'That is to say of being destroyed,' said Dupin. 

‘True,’ I observed; ‘the paper is clearly then upon the 
premises. As for its being upon the person of the minister, 
we may consider that as out of the question.’ 

Entirely, said the prefect. 'He has been twice way¬ 
laid, as if by footpads, and his person rigorously searched 
under my own inspection.' 

‘You might have spared yourself this trouble,’ said 

Dupin. ‘D-, I presume, is not altogether a fool, and, 

if not, must have anticipated these waylayings, as a matter 
of course.’ 


Not altogether a fool,’ said G-; ‘but then he's a poet, 

which I take to be only one remove from a fool.’ 

‘True,’ said Dupin, after a long and thoughtful whiff 
from his meerschaum, 'although I have been guilty of 
certain doggerel myself.’ 

‘Why, the fact is we took our time, and we searched 

rztz 1 f hav t h ^ d long ex P erience in these affairs. 
niVW Jr u h t e bu H dm «» room b y ™om; devoting the 
S? f % Who ! e week to each - We examined, first, the 
furniture of each apartment. We opened every possible 

drawer, and I presume you know that, to a propedy*trained 
police agent, such a thing as a secret drawer is impossible 
man is a dolt who permits a “secret" drawer t^ane 
Inm m a search of this kind. The thing is so XL Them 
certain amount of bulk—of space—to be accounted 
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for in every cabinet. Then we have accurate rules. The 
fiftieth part of a line could not escape us. After the cabinets 
we took the chairs. The cushions we probed with the fine 
long needles you have seen me employ. From the tables 
we removed the tops.’ 

‘Why so?’ 

‘ Sometimes the top of a table, or other similarly arranged 
piece of furniture, is removed by the person wishing to 
conceal an article; then the leg is excavated, the article 
deposited within the cavity, and the top replaced. The 
bottoms and tops of bedposts are employed in the same 
way.’ 

'But could not the cavity be detected by sounding?’ 
I asked. 

‘ By no means, if, when the article is deposited, a suffi¬ 
cient wadding of cotton be placed around it. Besides, in 
our case, we were obliged to proceed without noise.’ 

‘But you could not have removed—you could not have 
taken to pieces all articles of furniture in which it would 
have been possible to make a deposit in the manner you 
mention. A letter may be compressed into a thin spiral 
roll, not differing much in shape or bulk from a large 
knitting-needle, and in this form it might be inserted into 
the rung of a chair, for example. You did not take to 
pieces all the chairs? ’ 

‘Certainly not; but we did better—we examined the 
rungs of every chair in the hdtel, and, indeed, the jointings 
of every description of furniture, by the aid of a most 
powerful microscope. Had there been any traces of recent 
disturbance we should not have failed to detect it instantly. 
A single grain of gimlet-dust, for example, would have been 
as obvious as an apple. Any disorder in the gluing—any 
unusual gaping in the joints—would have sufficed to ensure 
detection.’ 

‘ I presume you looked to the mirrors, between the boards 
and the plates, and you probed the beds and the bed¬ 
clothes, as well as the curtains and carpets.’ 

' That of course; and when we had absolutely completed 
every particle of the furniture in this way, then we examined 
the house itself. We divided its entire surface into com¬ 
partments, which we numbered, so that none might be 
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missed; then we scrutinized eacli individual square inch 
throughout the premises, including the two houses im¬ 
mediately adjoining, with the microscope, as before.' 

‘The two houses adjoining!’ I exclaimed; ‘you must 
have had a great deal of trouble.' 

‘We had; but the reward offered is prodigious.' 

‘You include the grounds about the houses?' 

‘All the grounds are paved with brick. They gave us 
comparatively little trouble. We examined the moss 
between the bricks, and found it undisturbed.’ 

‘You looked among D-'s papers, of course, and into 

the books of the library ? ’ 

'Certainly; we opened every package and parcel; we not 
only opened every book, but we turned over every leaf in' 
each volume, not contenting ourselves with a mere shake, 
according to the fashion of some of our police officers. We 
also measured the thickness of every book -cover, with the 
most accurate admeasurement, and applied to each the most 
jealous scrutiny of the microscope. Had any of the bind¬ 
ings been recently meddled with, it would have been utterly 
impossible that the fact should have escaped observation. 
Some five or six volumes, just from the hands of the binder, 
we carefully probed longitudinally, with the needles.’ 

‘You explored the floors beneath the carpets?’ 

Beyond doubt. We removed every carpet, and ex¬ 
amined the boards with the microscope.' 

' And the paper on the walls ? ’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘You looked into the cellars? ’ 

‘We did.’ 


Then ’ I said, ‘you have been making a miscalculation, 
and the letter is not upon the premises, as you suppose.’ 

I fear you are right there,’ said the prefect. ‘ And now, 
■Uuprn, what would you advise me to do ?' 

‘To make a thorough search of the premises.’ 
ihat is absolutely needless,' replied G-. ‘I am not 

Se r h6tS G ’ that 1 breathe than 1 m that the tetter is not at 

hJp h ^?° bett6r advice t0 give y° u '' said Dupin. ‘ You 

h ‘Oh Ld^ S A accu f ate description of the letter?' 
Oh, yes 1 And here the prefect, producing a memoran- 
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dum book, proceeded to read aloud a minute account of the 
internal, and especially of the external appearance of the 
missing document. Soon after finishing the perusal of this 
description, he took his departure, more entirely depressed 
in spirits than I had ever known the good gentleman before. 

In about a month afterwards he paid us another visit, 
and found us occupied very nearly as before. He took a 
pipe and a chair and entered into some ordinary conversa¬ 
tion. At length I said: 

‘Well, but G-, what of the purloined letter? I pre¬ 

sume you have at last made up your mind that there is no 
such thing as overreaching the minister ? ’ 

‘Confound him, say I—yes; I made the re-examination, 
however, as Dupin suggested—but it was all labour lost, as 
I knew it would be.’ 

‘ How much was the reward offered, did you say ? ’ asked 
Dupin. 

‘Why, a very great deal—a very liberal reward—I don’t 
like to say how much, precisely; but I will say, that I 
wouldn't mind giving my individual cheque for fifty thou¬ 
sand francs to any one who could obtain me that 
letter. The fact is, it is becoming of more and more im¬ 
portance every day; and the reward has been lately doubled. 
If it were trebled, however, I could do no more than I have 
done.’ 

‘ Why, yes,' said Dupin, drawlingly, between the whiffs of 

his meerschaum, 'I really—think, G-, you have not 

exerted yourself—to the utmost—in this matter. You 
might—do a little more, I think, eh?' 

‘ How?—in what way ? ’ 

‘Why — puff, puff — you might — puff, puff —employ 
counsel in the matter, eh?—puff, puff, puff. Do you re¬ 
member the story they tell of Abemethy ?' 

‘No; hang Abemethy!’ 

‘To be sure! hang him and welcome. But once upon a 
time, a certain rich miser conceived the design of sponging 
upon this Abemethy for a medical opinion. Getting up, 
for this purpose, an ordinary conversation in a private 
company, he insinuated his case to the physician, as that 
of an imaginary individual. 

“'We will suppose,” said the miser, ‘‘that his symptoms 
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are such and such; now, doctor, what would you have 
directed him to take ? " 

‘ “ Take 1 ” said Abemethy, “why, take advice, to be sure. 

‘But,’ said the prefect, a little discomposed, ‘I am 
perfectly willing to take advice, and to pay for it. I would 
realty give fifty thousand francs to any one who would aid 
me in the matter.’ 

'In that case,’ replied Dupin, opening a drawer, and 
producing a cheque-book, ' you may as well fill me up a 
cheque for the amount mentioned. When you have signed 
it, I will hand you the letter.’ 

I was astounded. The prefect appeared absolutely 
thunderstricken. For some minutes he remained speech¬ 
less and motionless, looking incredulously at my friend 
with open mouth, and eyes that seemed starting from their 
sockets: then, apparently recovering himself in some 
measure, he seized a pen, and after several pauses and 
vacant stares, finally filled up and signed a cheque for 
fifty thousand francs, and handed it across the table to 
Dupin. The latter examined it carefully and deposited it 
in his pocket-book; then, unlocking an escritoire, took 
thence a letter and gave it to the prefect. This functionary 
grasped it in a perfect agony of joy, opened it with a trem¬ 
bling hand, cast a rapid glance at its contents, and then, 
scrambling and struggling to the door, rushed at length 
unceremoniously from the room and from the house with¬ 
out having uttered a syllable since Dupin had requested 
him to fill up the cheque. 

When he had gone, my friend entered into some explana¬ 
tions. 

‘The Parisian police,’ he said, 'are exceedingly able in 
their way. They are persevering, ingenious, cunning, and 
thoroughly versed in the knowledge which their duties 

seem chiefly to demand. Thus, when G- detailed to 

us his mode of searching the premises at the H6tel D-, 

I felt entire confidence in his having made a satisfactory 
investigation—so far as his labours extended.’ 

‘So far as his labours extended?’ said I. 

‘Yes,’ said Dupin. ‘The measures adopted were not 
only the best of their kind, but carried out to absolute per¬ 
fection. Had the letter been deposited within the range of 
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their search, these fellows would, beyond a question, have 
found it.’ 

I merely laughed—but he seemed quite serious in all that 
he said. 

‘The measures, then,' he continued, ‘were good in 
their kind, and well executed; their defect lay in their 
being inapplicable to the case, and to the man. A certain 
set of highly ingenious resources are, with the prefect, a 
sort of Procrustean bed, to which he forcibly adapts his 
designs. But he perpetually errs by being too deep or too 
shallow for the matter in hand; and many a schoolboy is 
a better reasoner than he. I knew one about eight years 
of age, whose success at guessing in the game of “even and 
odd ’’ attracted universal admiration. This game is simple, 
and is played with marbles. One player holds in his hand 
a number of these toys, and demands of another whether 
that number is even or odd. If the guess is right, the 
guesser wins one; if wrong, he loses one. The boy to whom 
I allude won all the marbles of the school. Of course he 
had some principle of guessing; and this lay in mere observa¬ 
tion and admeasurement of the astuteness of his opponents. 
For example, an arrant simpleton is his opponent, and, 
holding up his closed hand, asks, “Are they even or odd? ’’ 
Our schoolboy replies “Odd,” and loses; but upon the 
second trial he vans, for he then says to himself, “The 
simpleton had them even upon the first trial, and his 
amount of cunning is just sufficient to make him have them 
odd upon the second; I will therefore guess odd” — he 
guesses odd, and wins. Now, with a simpleton a degree 
above the first, he would have reasoned thus: “This fellow 
finds that in the first instance I guessed odd, and in the 
second he will propose to himself, upon the first impulse, a 
simple variation from even to odd, as did the first simpleton; 
but then a second thought will suggest that this is too 
simple a variation, and finally he will decide upon putting 
it even as before. I will therefore guess even ”—he guesses 
even, and wins. Now this mode of reasoning in the school¬ 
boy, whom his fellows term “lucky” — w’hat, in its last 
analysis, is it?’ 

‘It is merely,' I said, ‘an identification of the reasoner’s 
intellect with that of his opponent.' 
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'It is,’ said Dupin; 'and upon inquiring of the boy by 
what means he effected the thorough identification in which 
his success consisted, I received answer as follows: “ When 
I wish to find out how wise, or how stupid, or how good, or 
how wicked is any one, or what are his thoughts at the 
moment, I fashion the expression of my face, as accurately 
as possible, in accordance with the expression of his, and 
then wait to see what thoughts or sentiments arise in my 
mind or heart, as if to match or correspond with the ex¬ 
pression.” This response of the schoolboy lies at the 
bottom of all the spurious profundity which has been 
attributed to Rochefoucauld, to La Bruy^re, to Machiavelli, 
and to Campanella.' 

‘And the identification,' I said, ‘of the reasoner’s intellect 
with that of his opponent depends, if I understand you aright, 
upon the accuracy with which the opponent's intellect is 
admeasured.’ 


'For its practical value it depends upon this,' replied 
Dupin; ‘and the prefect and his cohort fail so frequently, 
first, by default of this identification, and, secondly, by ill- 
admeasurement, or rather through non-admeasurement, of 
the intellect with which they are engaged. They consider 
only their own ideas of ingenuity; and, in searching for 
anything hidden, advert only to the modes in which they 
would have hidden it. They are right in this much— 
that their own ingenuity is a faithful representative of that 
of the mass ; but when the cunning of the individual felon is 
diverse in character from their own, the felon foils them, of 
course. This always happens when it is above their own, 
and very usually when it is below. They have no variation 
of principle in their investigations; at best, when urged by 
some unusual emergency, by some extraordinary reward, 
they extend or exaggerate their old modes of practice, 
without touching their principles. What, for example, 

in this case of D--, has been done to vary the principle 

of action? What is all this boring, and probing, and 
sounding, and scrutinizing with the microscope, and dividing 
the surface of the building into registered square inches— 
wnat is it all but an exaggeration of the application of the 

?^ pr JU Clple ° r set of °f search, which are based 

upon the one set of notions regarding human ingenuity. 
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to which the prefect, in the routine of his duty, has been 
accustomed? Do you not see he has taken it for granted 
that all men proceed to conceal a letter—not exactly in a 
gimlet-hole bored in a chair-leg—but, at least, in some out- 
of-the-way hole or comer suggested by the same tenor of 
thought which would urge a man to secrete a letter in a 
gimlet-hole bored in a chair-leg? And do you not see 
also, that such recherches nooks for concealment are adapted 
only for ordinary occasions, and would be adopted only by 
ordinary intellects; for, in all cases of concealment, a 
disposal of the article concealed — a disposal of it in this 
recherche manner—is, in the very first instance, presumable 
and presumed; and thus its discovery depends, not at all 
upon the acumen, but altogether upon the mere care, 
patience, and determination of the seekers; and where the 
case is of importance, or what amounts to the same thing 
in the policial eyes, when the reward is of magnitude, the 
qualities in question have never been known to fail. You 
will now understand what I meant in suggesting that, had 
the purloined letter been hidden anywhere within the limits 
of the prefect’s examination—in other words, had the 
principle of its concealment been comprehended within the 
principles of the prefect—its discovery would have been a 
matter altogether beyond question. This functionary, 
however, has been thoroughly mystified; and the remote 
source of his defeat lies in the supposition that the minister 
is a fool, because he has acquired renown as a poet. All 
fools arc poets—this the prefect feels', and he is merely 
guilty of a non distributio ?nedii in thence inferring that all 
poets are fools.’ 

‘But is this really the poet?' I asked. ‘There arc two 
brothers, I know; and both have attained reputation in 
letters. The minister, I believe, has written learnedly on the 
differential calculus. He is a mathematician, and no poet.’ 

‘You are mistaken; I know him well; he is both. As 
poet and mathematician, he would reason well; as mere 
mathematician, he could not have reasoned at all, and thus 
would have been at the mercy of the prefect.’ 

‘You surprise me,' I said, ‘by these opinions, which have 
been contradicted by the voice of the world. You do not 
mean to set at naught the well-digested idea of centuries. 
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The mathematical reason has long been regarded as the 
reason par excellence.’ 

II y a a patter,” ’ replied Dupin, quoting from Cham- 
fort, que toute idee publique, toiite convention re$ue, est une 
sottise, car elle a convenu au pins grand notnbre.” The 
mathematicians, I grant you, have done their best to 
promulgate the popular error to which you allude, and 
which is none the less an error for its promulgation as truth. 
With an art worthy a better cause, for example, they have 
insinuated the term “analysis" into application to algebra. 
The French are the originators of the particular deception; 
but if a term is of any importance—if words derive any 
value from applicability — then “analysis” conveys 
“algebra" about as much as, in Latin, “ ambitus " implies 
“ambition," “religio ” “religion,” or “homines honesti” a 
set of honourable men.' 

‘You have a quarrel on hand, I see,' said I, 'with some 
of the algebraists of Paris; but proceed.’ 

'I dispute the availability, and thus the value, of that 
reason which is cultivated in any special form other than the 
abstractly logical. I dispute in particular the reason educed 
by mathematical study. The mathematics are the science 
of form and quantity; mathematical reasoning is merely 
logic applied to observation upon form and quantity. The 
great error lies in supposing that even the truths of what is 
caUed pure algebra are abstract or general truths. And 
this error is so egregious that I am confounded at the 
universality with which it has been received. Mathematical 
axioms are not axioms of general truth. What is true of 
relation -of form and quantity—is often grossly false in 
regard to morals, for example. In this latter science it 
is very usually *wtrue that the aggregated parts are equal 
to the whole. In chemistry also the axiom fails. In the 
consideration of motive it fails; for two motives, each of a 
given value, have not necessarily a value when united, 
equal to the sum of their values apart. There are numerous 
other mathematical truths which are only truths within 

relation But the mathematician argues, 
from Ins fimte truths through habit; as if they were of an 
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‘Bryant, in his very learned Mythology, mentions an 
analogous source of error, when he says that “although the 
pagan fables are not believed, yet we forget ourselves 
continually, and make inferences from them as existing 
realities.” With the algebraists, however, who are pagans 
themselves, the “pagan fables” arc believed, and the 
inferences are made, not so much through lapse of memory, 
as through an unaccountable addling of the brains. In 
short, I never yet encountered the mere mathematician 
who could be trusted out of equal roots, or one who did 
not clandestinely hold it as a point of his faith that x-+px 
was absolutely and unconditionally equal to q. Say to one 
of these gentlemen, by way of experiment, if you please, 
that you believe occasions may occur where x z -\-px is not 
altogether equal to q, and, having made him understand 
what you mean, get out of his reach as speedily as conveni¬ 
ent, for beyond doubt he will endeavour to knock you down. 

‘ I mean to say,’ continued Dupin, while I merely laughed 
at his last observations, ‘that if the minister had been no 
more than a mathematician, the prefect would have been 
under no necessity of giving me this cheque. I knew him, 
however, as both mathematician and poet, and my measures 
were adapted to his capacity, with reference to the circum¬ 
stances by which he was surrounded. I knew him as a 
courtier, too, and as a bold intrigant. Such a man, I 
considered, could not fail to be aware of the ordinary 
policial modes of action. He could not have failed to 
anticipate—and events have proved that he did not fail 
to anticipate—the waylaying to which he was subjected. 
He must have foreseen, 1 reflected, the secret investigations 
of his premises. His frequent absences from home at night, 
which were hailed by the prefect as certain aids to his 
success, I regarded only as ruses, to afford opportunity for 
thorough search to the police, and thus the sooner to im¬ 
press them with the conviction at which G-, in fact, 

did finally arrive—the conviction that the letter was not 
upon the premises. I felt, also, that the whole train of 
thought, which I was at some pains in detailing to you just 
now, concerning the invariable principle of policial action 
in searches for articles concealed—I felt that this whole 
train of thought would necessarily pass through the mind 
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of the minister. It would imperatively lead him to despise 
all the ordinary nooks of concealment. He could not, 
I reflected, be so weak as not to see that the most intricate 
and remote recess of this hotel would be as open as his 
commonest closets to the eyes, to the probes, to the gimlets, 
and to the microscopes of the prefect. I saw, in tine, that 
he would be driven, as a matter of course, to simplicity, 
if not deliberately induced to it as a matter of choice. You 
will remember, perhaps, how desperately the prefect laughed 
when I suggested, upon our first interview, that it was just 
possible this mystery troubled him so much on account of 
its being so very self-evident.’ 


‘Yes,’ said I, ‘I remember his merriment well. I really 
thought he would have fallen into convulsions.' 

‘The material world,' continued Dupin, ‘abounds with 
very strict analogies to the immaterial; and thus some 
colour of truth has been given to the rhetorical dogma, 
that metaphor, or simile, may be made to strengthen an 
argument, as well as to embellish a description. The 
principle of the vis inertiae, for example, seems to be 
identical in physics and metaphysics. It is not more true 
in the former, that a large body is with more difficulty set 
in motion than a smaller one, and that its subsequent 
momentum is commensurate with this difficulty, than it 
is, in the latter, that intellects of the vaster capacity, while 
more forcible, more constant, and more eventful in their 
movements than those of inferior grade, are yet the less 
readily moved, and more embarrassed and full of hesitation 
in the first few steps of their progress. Again, have you 
ever noticed which of the street signs over the shop-doors 
are the most attractive of. attention ?' 

1* have never given the matter a thought, 1 I said. 

, ™ here ls a g “ ne of P uz 2 les/ he resumed, 1 which is played 
"P “ „!■?' *,° ne partyplaying ^“ires another to find a 
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17™ A nOV1Ce 111 the 8 ame generally seeks to em- 
lStSfd by giving them the most minutely 

bflSee , C adept selects such words « stretch, 

ThSfliethen^ r ,° m T e , end of the chart to the other, 
these, like the over-largely lettered signs and placards of 


l 


16 EDGAR ALLAN POE 

the street, escape observation by dint of being excessively 
obvious; and here the physical oversight is precisely analo¬ 
gous with the moral inapprehension by which the intellect 
suffers to pass unnoticed those considerations which are 
too obtrusively and too palpably self-evident. But this is a 
point, it appears, somewhat above or beneath the under¬ 
standing of the prefect. He never once thought it probable, 
or possible, that the minister had deposited the letter im¬ 
mediately beneath the nose of the whole world, by way of 
best preventing any portion of that world from perceiving it. 

* But the more I reflected upon the daring, dashing, and 

discriminating ingenuity of D-; upon the fact that the 

document must always have been at hand, if he intended 
to use it to good purpose; and upon the decisive evidence, 
obtained by the prefect, that it was hidden within the 
limits of that dignitary’s ordinary search — the more 
satisfied I became that, to conceal this letter, the minister 
had resorted to the comprehensive and sagacious expedient 
of not attempting to conceal it at all. 

‘Full of these ideas, I prepared myself with a pair of 
green spectacles, and called one fine morning, quite by 

accident, at the ministerial h 6 tel. I found D-at home, 

yawning, lounging, and dawdling, as usual, and pretending 
to be in the last extremity of ennui. He is, perhaps, the 
most really energetic human being now alive—but that is 
only when nobody sees him. 

‘To be even with him, I complained of my weak eyes, 
and lamented the necessity of the spectacles, under cover 
of which I cautiously and thoroughly surveyed the whole 
apartment, while seemingly intent only upon the conversa¬ 
tion of my host. * 

‘I paid especial attention to a large wnting-table near 
which he sat, and upon which lay confusedly some mis¬ 
cellaneous letters and other papers, with one or two musical 
instruments and a few books. Here, however, after a long 
and deliberate scrutiny, I saw nothing to excite particular 

suspicion. 

‘At length my eyes, in going the circuit of the room, fell 
upon a trumpery filigree card-rack of pasteboard, that 
hung dangling by a dirty blue ribbon, from a little brass 
knob just beneath the middle of the mantelpiece. In this 
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rack, which had three or four compartments, were five or 
six visiting cards and a solitary letter. This last was much 
soiled and crumpled. It was tom nearly in two, across 
the middle—as if a design, in the first instance, to tear it 
entirely up as worthless, had been altered, or stayed, in the 

second. It had a large black seal, bearing the D-cipher 

very conspicuously, and was addressed, in a diminutive 

female hand, to D-, the minister, himself. It was 

thrust carelessly, and even, as it seemed, contemptuously, 
into one of the uppermost divisions of the rack. 

‘No sooner had I glanced at this letter, than I concluded 
it to be that of which I was in search. To be sure, it was, to 
all appearance, radically different from the one of which 
the prefect had read us so minute a description. Here the 

seal was large and black, with the D-cipher; there it was 

small and red, with the ducal arms of the S- family. 

Here the address, to the minister, was diminutive and 
feminine; there the superscription, to a certain royal per¬ 
sonage, was markedly bold and decided; the size alone 
formed a point of correspondence. But then the radicalness 
of these differences, which was excessive; the dirt; the 
soiled and tom condition of the paper, so inconsistent with 

the true methodical habits of D-, and so suggestive of a 

design to delude the beholder into an idea of the worthless¬ 


ness of the document; these things, together with the 
hyperobtrusive situation of this document, full in the view 
of every visitor, and thus exactly in accordance with the 
conclusions at which I had previously arrived; these things, 
I say, were strongly corroborative of suspicion, in one who 
came with the intention to suspect. 

7 protracted my visit as long as possible, and, while I 
maintained a most animated discussion with the minister 
upon a topic which I knew well had never failed to interest 
and excite him, I kept my attention really riveted upon the 
letter. In this examination, I committed to memory its 
external appearance and arrangement in the rack; and also 
feli, at length upon a discovery, which set at rest whatever 
trivial doubt I might have entertained. In scrutinizing the 
edges of the paper, I observed them to be more chafed than 
seemed necessary They presented the broken appearance 
winches manifested when a stiff paper, having been once 
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folded and pressed with a folder, is refolded in a reversed 
direction, in the same creases or edges which had formed 
the original fold. This discovery was sufficient. It was 
clear to me that the letter had been turned, as a glove, inside 
out, redirected and resealed. I bade the minister good 
morning, and took my departure at once, leaving a gold 
snuff-box upon the table. 

‘The ne*t morning I called for the snuff-box, when we 
resumed, quite eagerly, the conversation of the preceding 
day. While thus engaged, however, a loud report, as if of a 
pistol, was heard immediately beneath the windows of the 
hotel, and was succeeded by a series of fearful screams, 

and the shoutings of a terrified mob. D-rushed to a 

casement, threw it open, and looked out. In the meantime 
I stepped to the card-rack, took the letter, put it in my 
pocket, and replaced it by a facsimile (so far as regards 
externals) which I had carefully prepared at my lodging— 

imitating the D- cipher, very readily, by means of a 

seal formed of bread. 

‘ The disturbance in the street had been occasioned by the 
frantic behavior of a man with a musket. He had fired it 
among a crowd of women and children. It proved, however, 
to have been without ball, and the fellow was suffered to go 
his way as a lunatic or a drunkard. When he had gone, 

D- came from the window, whither I had followed 

him immediately upon securing the object in view. Soon 
afterwards I bade him farewell. The pretended lunatic 
was a man in my own pay.' 

‘But what purpose had you,' I asked, 'in replacing the 
letter by a facsimile? Would it not have been better, at 
the first visit, to have seized it openly, and departed? ’ 

‘D-,’ replied Dupin, ‘is a desperate man, and a maiv 

of nerve. His hdtel, too, is not without attendants devoted' 
to his interests. Had I made the wild attempt you suggest, 

I might never have left the ministerial presence alive. 
The good people of Paris might have heard of me no more. 
But I had an object apart from these considerations. 
You know my political prepossessions. In this matter, 

I act as a partisan of the lady concerned. For eighteen 
months the minister has had her in his power. She has 
now him in hers—since, being unaware that the letter is 
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‘Is it possible?’ said Trent. ‘Why, Edith, the woman 
has the complexion of a child and the step of a race-horse 
and eyes like jewels. She looks like Atalanta in blue linen.’ 

* Did Atalanta marry an Egyptian mummy ? ’ inquired 
Mrs. Lancey. 

‘It is true,’ said Trent thoughtfully, ‘that Sir Peregrine 
looks rather as if he had been dug up somewhere. But I 
think he owes much of his professional success to that. 
People like a great doctor to look more or less unhealthy.’ 

‘Perhaps they do; but I don’t think the doctor's wife 
enjoys it very much. Isabel is always happiest when away 
from him—if he were here now she would be quite different 
from what you see. You know, Philip, their marriage 
hasn't been a success—I always knew it wouldn't be.' 

Trent shrugged his shoulders. 

‘Let us drop the subject, Edith. Tell me why you want 
me to know about Lady Bosworth having something the 
matter with her. I'm not a physician.’ 

‘No; but there's something very puzzling about it, as 
you will see; and you are clever at getting at the truth about 
things other people don’t understand. Now, I '11 tell you no 
more. I only want you to observe Bella particularly at 
dinner this evening, and tell me afterwards what you think. 
You ’ll be sitting opposite to her, between me and Agatha 
Stone. Now go and talk to her and the Dutchman.’ 

‘Scheffer's appearance interests me,' remarked Trent. 
‘ He has a face curiously like Frederick the Great's, and yet 
there's a difference—he doesn't look quite as if his soul 
were lost for ever and ever.’ 

‘Well, go and ask him about it,' suggested Mrs. Lancey. 


When the party of seven sat down to dinner that evening, 
Lady Bosworth had just descended from her room. Trent 
perceived no change in her; she talked enthusiastically of 
the loveliness of the Italian evening, and joined in a con¬ 
versation that was general and lively. It was only after 

some ten minutes that she fell silent, and that a new look 
came over her face. 

Little by little all animation departed from it. Her eves 
grew heavy and dull, her lips were parted in a foolish 
smile, and to the high, fresh tint of her cheek there 

? u!) t u nm t> - ‘ 7. 
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succeeded a disagreeable pallor. There was nothing about 
this altered appearance in itself that could be called odious. 
Had she been so always, one would have set her down 
merely as a beautiful and stupid woman of lymphatic type. 
But there was something inexpressibly repugnant about 
such a change in such a being; it was as though the vivid 
soul had been withdrawn. 

All charm, all personal force had departed. It needed an 
effort to recall her quaint, vivacious talk of an hour ago, now 
that she sat looking vaguely at the table before her, and 
uttering occasionally a blank monosyllable in reply to the 
discourse that Mr. Scheffer poured into her ear. It was not, 
Trent told himself, that anything abnormal was done. It 
was the staring fact that Lady Bosworth was not herself, but 
someone wholly of another kind, that opened a new and 
unknown spring of revulsion in the recesses of his heart. 

An hour later Mrs. Lancey carried Trent off to a garden- 
seat facing the lake. 

‘Well?' she said quietly. 

‘It's very strange, and rather ghastly,' he answered, 
nursing his knee. ‘But if you hadn’t told me it puzzled 
you, I should have thought it was easy to find an ex¬ 
planation.' 

‘ Drugs, you mean ?' 

He nodded. 

‘Of course everybody must think so. George does, I 
know. It's horrible! ’ declared Mrs. Lancey, with a thump 
on the arm of the seat. ‘ Agatha Stone began hinting at it 
after the first few days. Gossiping cat! She loa thes Isabel, 
and she ’ll spread it round everywhere that my sister is a 
drug-fiend. Philip, I asked her point-blank if she was 
taking anything that could account for it. She was much 
offended at that; told me I had known her long enough to 
know she never had done, and never would do such a thing. 
And though Isabel has her faults, she's absolutely truthful.' 

Trent looked on the ground. ‘Yes; but you may have 
heard-’ 

‘Oh, I know! They say that kind of habit makes people 
lie and deceive who never did before. But, you see, she is 
so completely herself, except just at this time. I simply 
couldn’t make up my mind to disbelieve her. And, besides. 
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if Bella is peculiar about anything, it’s clean, wholesome, 
hygienic living. She has every sort of carbolicky idea. 
She never uses scent or powder or any kind of before-and- 
after stuff, never puts anything on her hair; she is washing 
herself from morning till night, but she always uses ordinary 
yellow soap. She never touches anything alcoholic, or tea, 
or coffee. You wouldn’t think she had that kind of fad to 
look at her and her clothes; but she has; and I can t think 
of anything in the world she would despise more than 
dosing herself with things.’ 

4 Not any kind of cosmetic whatever ? That is surprising. 
Well, it seems to suit her,' Trent remarked. ‘When she 
isn’t like this, she is one of the most radiant creatures I ever 
saw.' 

4 1 know, and that’s what makes it so irritating for women 
like myself, who look absolute hags if they don’t assist 
nature a little. She’s always been as strong as a horse and 
bursting with vitality, and her looks have never shown the 
slightest sign of going off. And now this thing has come 
to her, absolutely suddenly and without warning.’ 

4 How long has it been going on ? ’ 

'This is the seventh evening. I entreated her to see a 
doctor; but she hates the idea of being doctored. She 
says it's sure to pass off and that it doesn’t make any differ¬ 
ence to her general health. George, who has always been 
devoted to her, only talks to her now with an effort. Ran¬ 
dolph Stone is just the same; and two days before you 
arrived the Illingworths and Captain Burrows both went 
earlier than they had intended—I’m certain, because this 
change in Isabel was spoiling their visit for them.’ 

‘She seems to get on remarkably well with Scheffer,’ 
remarked Trent. 

' I know—it's extraordinary, but he seems more struck 
with her than ever.’ 

'Well, he is; but in a lizard-hearted way of his own. He 
and I were talking just now after you left the dining-room. 
He spoke of Lady Bosworth in a queer, semi-scientific sort 
of way, saying she was very interesting to a medical man like 
himself. You didn’t tell me he was one.’ 

I didn t know. George calls him an anthropologist, 
and disagrees with him about the races of Farther India. 
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It’s the one thing George does know something about, 
having lived there twelve years governing the poor things. 
They took to each other at once when they met last year, 
and when I asked him to stay here he was quite delighted. 
He only begged to be allowed to bring his cockatoo, as it 
could not live without him.’ 

‘Strange pet for a man,’ Trent observed. ‘He was 
showing off its paces to me this afternoon. Well, it seems 
he’s greatly interested in these attacks of hers. He has 
seen nothing quite like them. But he is convinced the 
thing is due to what he calls a toxic agent of some sort. 
As to what, or how, or why, he is absolutely at a loss.' 

‘Then you must find out what, and how, and why, 
Philip. I'm glad Scheffer isn't so easily upset as the other 
men; it’s so much better for Isabel. She finds him very 
interesting, of course; not only because he's the only man 
here who pays her a lot of attention, but because he’s really 
a wonderful person. He's lived for years among the most 
appalling savages in Dutch New Guinea, doing scientific 
work for his government, and according to George they 
treat him like a sort of god; he’s somehow got the reputa¬ 
tion among them that he can kill a man by pointing his 
finger at him, and he can manage the natives as nobody 
else can. He's most attractive and quite kind really, I 
think, but there's something about him that makes me 
afraid of him.’ 

' What is it ?' 

‘I think it is the frosty look in his eyes,' replied Mrs. 
Lancey, drawing her shoulders together in a shiver. 

‘Perhaps that is the feeling about him in Dutch New 
Guinea,’ said Trent. ‘Did you tell me, Edith, that your 
sister began to be like this the very first evening she came 
here ? ’ 

‘Yes. And it had never happened before, she declares.' 

‘She came out from England with the Stones, didn't 
she ?' 

‘ Only the last part of the journey. They got on the train 
at Lucerne.' 

Trent looked back into the drawing-room at the wistful 
face of Mrs. Stone, who was playing piquet with her host. 
She was slight and pretty, with large, appealing eyes 
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that never lost their melancholy, though she was always 


I 


smiling 

‘You say she loathes Lady Bosworth,' he said. ‘ Why? ' 
'Well, I suppose it's mainly Bella’s own fault,’ confessed 
Mrs. Lancey, with a grimace. ‘You may as well know, 
Philip—you’ll soon find out, anyhow—the truth is she 
will flirt with any man that she doesn’t actively dislike. 
She’s so brimful of life she can’t hold herself in—or she 


won't, rather; she says there's no harm in it, and she 
doesn’t care if there is. Several times she has practised on 


Randolph, and, although he's a perfectly safe old donkey 
if there ever was one, Agatha can’t bear the sight of her.’ 

‘She seems quite friendly with her,’ Trent observed. 

Mrs. Lancey produced through her delicate nostrils a 
sound that expressed a scorn for which there were no words. 

'Well, what do you make of it, Philip?’ his hostess 
asked, at length. ‘Myself, I simply don’t know what to 


think. These queer fits of hers frighten me horribly. 


There’s one dreadful idea, you see, that keeps occurring 
to me. Could it, perhaps, be'—Mrs. Lancey lowered her 
already low tone—‘ the beginning of insanity ?' 

He spoke reassuringly. ‘Oh, I shouldn’t cherish that 
fancy. There are other things much more likely and much 
less terrible. Look here, Edith, will you try to arrange 
certain things for to-morrow, without asking me why? 
And don't let anybody know I asked you to do it—not even 
George. Until later on, at least. Will you? ’ 

‘ How exciting! ’ Mrs. Lancey breathed. * Yes, of course, 
mystery-man. What do you want me to do? ’ 

‘Do you think you could manage things to-morrow so 
that you and I and Lady Bosworth could go out in the 
motor boat on the lake for an hour or two in the evening, 
getting back in time to change for dinner—just the three 
of us and the engineer ? ’ 

She pondered. ‘It might be. George and Randolph 
are playing golf at Cadenabbia to-morrow. I might ar¬ 
range an expedition in the afternoon for Agatha and Mr. 

I Scheffer, and let Bella know I wanted her to stay with me. 
You could lose yourself after breakfast with your sketching 
things, I dare say, and return for tea. Then the three of 
us could run down in the boat to San Marmette—it’s a 
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lovely little place—and be back before seven. In this 
weather it's really the best time of day for the lake.' 

'That would do admirably, if you could work it. And 
one thing more—if we do go as you suggest, I want you 
privately to tell your engineer to do just what I ask him to 
do—no matter what it is.’ 

Mrs. Lancey worked it without difficulty. At five o’clock 
the two ladies and Trent, with a powerful young man of 
superb manners at the steering-wheel, were gliding swiftly 
southward, mile after mile, down the long lake. They 
landed at the most picturesque, and perhaps the most 
dilapidated and dirtiest, of all the lakeside villages, where, 
in the tiny square above the landing-place, a score of dusky 
infants were treading the measures and chanting the words 
of one of the immemorial games of childhood. While Mrs. 
Lancey and her sister watched them in delight, Trent spoke 
rapidly to the young engineer, whose gleaming eyes and 
teeth flashed imderstanding. 

Soon afterward they strolled through San Marmette, and 
up the mountain road to a little church, half a mile away, 
where a curious fresco could be seen. 

It was close on half-past six when they returned, to be 
met by Giuseppe, voluble in excitement and apology. It 
appeared that while he had been fraternizing with the 
keeper of the inn by the landing-place certain tristi indivi- 
dui had, unseen by any one, been tampering maliciously 
with the engine of the boat, and had poured handfuls of 
dust into the delicate mechanism. Mrs. Lancey, who had 
received a private nod from Trent, reproved him bitterly 
for leaving the boat, and asked how long it would take to 
get the engine working again. 

Giuseppe, overwhelmed with contrition, feared that it 
might be a matter of hours. Questioned, he said that the 
public steamer had arrived and departed twenty minutes 
since; the next one, the last of the day, was not due until 
after nine. Their excellencies could at least count on 
getting home by that, if the engine was not ready sooner. 
Questioned farther, he said that one could telephone from 
the post office, and that food creditably cooked was to be 
had at the trattoria. 
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Lady Bosworth was delighted. She declared that she 
would not have missed this occasion for anything. She had 
come to approve highly of Trent, who had made himself 
excellent company, and she saw her way to being quite 
admirable, for she was in dancing spirits. In ten minutes 
she was on the best of terms with the fat, vivacious woman 
at the inn. Trent, who had been dispatched to telephone 
their plight to George Lancey, and had added that they 
were enjoying it very much, returned to find Lady Bos¬ 
worth in the little garden behind the inn, with her skirts 
pinned up, peeling potatoes and singing ‘ II segreto per esser 
felice * while her sister beat up something in a bowl, and the 
landlady, busy with cooking, laughed and screamed cheerful 
observations from the kitchen. Seeing himself unemploy¬ 
able, Trent withdrew; sitting on a convenient wall, he 
took a leaf from his sketchbook and began to devise and 
decorate a menu of an absurdity suited to the spirit of 
the hour. 

It was a more than cheerful dinner that they had under a 
canopy of vine leaves on a tiny terrace overlooking the lake. 
Twilight came on unnoticed, and soon afterwards appeared 
the passenger boat, by which, Giuseppe advising it, they 
decided to return. It was as they sought for places on the 
crowded upper deck that Mrs. Lancey put her hand on 
Trent’s arm. ‘There hasn't been a sign of it all the even¬ 
ing,' she whispered. 'What does that mean? ’ 

‘It means,' murmured Trent, ‘that we got her away 
from the cause at the critical time, without anybody 
knowing we were going to do it.' 

‘Whom do you mean by “anybody”?’ 

How on earth should I know ? Here comes your 
sister.’ 

It was not until the following afternoon that Trent found 

an opportunity of being alone with his hostess in the 
garden. 

■ S 1 ? is perfectly delighted at having escaped it last 

night, said Mrs. Lancey. ‘She says she knew it would 

pass OH, but she hasn’t the least notion how she was cured. 
Nor have I. 

She isn t, replied Trent. ‘ Last night was only a 
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beginning, and vve can’t get her unexpectedly stranded for 
the evening every day. The next move can be made now, 
if you consent to it. Lady Bosworth will be out until this 
evening, I believe? ’ 

‘She’s gone shopping in the town. What do you want 
to do? ’ 

‘ I want you to take me up to her room, and there I want 
you to look very carefully through everything in the place— 
in every comer of every box and drawer and bag and cup¬ 
board—and show me anything you find that might-’ 

‘ I should hate to do that! ’ Mrs. Lancey interrupted 
him, her face flushing. 

‘ You would hate much more to see your sister again this 
evening as she was every evening before last night. Look 
here, Edith; the position is simple enough. Every day, 
about seven, Lady Bosworth goes into that room in her 
normal state to dress for dinner. Every day she comes out 
of it apparently as she went in, but turns queer a little later. 
Now is there any other place than that room where the 
mischief could happen ? ’ 

Mrs. Lancey frowned dubiously. ‘ Her maid is with her 
always.’ 

'I suppose so; but it doesn't make any difference to 
the argument. That room is the only place where Lady 
Bosworth isn't with the rest of us, doing what we are doing, 
eating the same food, breathing the same air, exposed to all 
the same influences as we are. Does anything take place 
in that room to account for those strange seizures? ’ 

Mrs. Lancey threw out her hands. ‘ I can’t bear to 
think that Isabel should be deceiving me. And yet I 
know—it's a dreadful thing—and what else could happen 
there ? ’ 

‘That is what we may find out, if we do as I say. You 
must decide, but remember that you must think of Lady 
Boswell as one whom you are trying to save from a subtle 
evil. You can’t shrink from a step merely because you 
wouldn’t dream of taking it in the ordinary way.' 

For a few moments she stood carefully boring a hole in 
the gravel with one heel. Then, ‘Come along,' she said, 
and led the way toward the house. 

‘ Unless we take the floor up,' said Mrs. Lancey, seating 



THE CLEVER COCKATOO 79 

herself emphatically on the bed in her sister’s room twenty 
minutes later, 'there's nowhere else to look. I've taken 
everything out and pried into every hole and corner. There 
isn't a single lockable thing that is locked. There isn't a 
bottle or phial or pill-box of any sort to be found. So much 
for your suspicions. What interests you about that nail¬ 
polishing pad? You must have seen one before, surely.' 

'This ornamental design on hammered silver is very 
beautiful and original,’ replied Trent, abstractedly. I 
have never seen anything quite like it.’ 

‘The same design is on the whole of the toilet-set,’ Mrs. 
Lancey observed tartly, and it shows to least advantage 
on the manicure things. You are talking rubbish; and 

yet, she added slowly, you are looking rather pleased 
with yourself.’ 

Trent, his hands in his pockets, was balancing himself 
on his heels as he stared out of the window of the bedroom. 
His eyes were full of animation, and he was whistling almost 
maudibiy. He turned round slowly. ‘ I' m only thinking. 
Whose are the rooms on each side of this, Edith ? ’ 

]This side the Stones's; that side, Mr. Scheffer's.’ 

Good-bye ,W1 & ° *** * Walk ^ al ° ne and think SOme more - 

de(dared Mrs. Lancey as he went out, 'it's plain 
enough you have picked up some scent or other.’ 

the'stairs. 1 ^ “ he d ““nded 
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Trent was not in the house when, three hours later a 
in'*?! 11 ? tm P u i t broke °ut on the upper floor. Those below 

There was ^ other ^ ^ °J Stai ™ a T' 

same scuttling and fluttering out o^Ladv the “ ckato< > 
Pursued by three vociferati™ w °* Lady Bosworth s room, 

fellow crest wZ erect n ^ servants - The bird’s 

was erect and quivering with agitation; it 
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screeched furious defiance again as it leapt upon its master's 
outstretched wrist. 

'Silence, devil!’ exclaimed Mr. Scheffer, seizing it by 
the head and shaking it violently. ‘I know not how to 
apologize, Lancey,’ he declared. ‘The accursed bird has 
somehow slipped from his chain away. I left him in my 
room secure just before we had tea.' 

‘Never mind, never mind!’ replied his host, who seemed 
rather pleased than otherwise with this small diversion. 
'I don’t suppose he's done any harm beyond frightening 
the women. Anything wrong, Edith?’ he asked, as they 
approached the open door of the bedroom, to which the 
ladies had already hurried. Lady Bosworth's maid was 
telling a voluble stoiy. 

‘When she came in just now to get the room ready for 
Isabel to dress,' Mrs. Lancey summarized, ‘she suddenly 
heard a voice sav something, and saw the bird perched on 
top of the mirror, staring at her. It gave her such a shock 
that she dropped the water-can and fled; then the two 
other girls came and helped her, trying to drive it out. 
They hadn't the sense to send for Mr. Scheffer.’ 

‘Apologize, carrion!’ commanded Gisko’s master. The 
cockatoo uttered a string of Dutch words in a subdued 
croak. ‘He says he asks one thousand pardons, and he 
will sin no more,’ Mr. Scheffer translated. ‘Miserable 
brigand! Traitor!' 

Lady Bosworth hurried out of her room. 

‘ I won’t hear the poor thing scolded like that,’ she pro¬ 
tested. ‘ How was he to know my maid would be fright¬ 
ened? He looks so wretched! Take him away, Mr. 
Scheffer, and cheer him up.’ 

It was half an hour later that Mrs. Lancey came to her 
husband in his dressing-room. 

'I must say Bella was vey decent about Scheffers 
horrid bird,’ she began. ‘Do you know what the little 
fiend had done? ’ 

‘No my dear. I thought he had confined himself to 
frightening the maid out of her skin.' 

‘Not at all. He had been having the time of his life. 
Bella saw at once that he had been up to mischief, but she 
pretended there was nothing. Now it turns out he has 



THE CLEVER COCKATOO 


81 


bitten the buttons off two pairs of gloves, chewed up a lot 
of hair-pins, and spoiled her pretty little manicure set. 
He's tom the lining out of the case, the silver handles are 
covered with beak-marks, two or three of the things he 
seems to have hidden somewhere, and the polishing-pad is 
a ruin.' 

‘It's too bad!’ declared Mr. Lancey, bending over a 
shoe. 

'I believe you’re laughing, George,’ said his wife coldly. 

He began to do so audibly. ‘ You must admit it’s funny 
to think of the bird going solemnly through a programme 
of mischief like that. I wish I could have seen the little 
beggar at it. Well, we shall have to get Bella a new 
nail-outfit. I'm glad she held her tongue about it just 
now.' 


‘Why?’ 

‘Because, my dear, we don’t ask people to the house to 
make them feel uncomfortable—especially foreigners.' 

Bella wasn't thinking of your ideal of hospitality. She 
held her tongue because she's taken a fancy to Scheffer. 
But, George, how do you suppose the little pest got in? 
The window was shut, and Hignett declares the door was 
too, when she went to the room.’ 

'Then I expect Hignett deceives herself. Anyway, what 
does it matter ? What I am anxious about is your sister’s 
ill 6 Pf^nty. As I've told you, I don’t at all like the 
l?° k of her h . av mg been quite normal yesterday evening, 
!rri£ ne f ev f mn s when she was away from the house by 
What T‘m H re a y ^ feelmg miserabl y depressed, Edith. 
pe^™^«to a n,gi n ' W “ * ° f the USUal ghastl T 

But neither that night, nor any night after was that 
performance repeated. Lady Bosworth, free now of all 

comp e ^v S10 And ei Jh We r “1 " edoubled the life of the little 
company. And the lips of Trent were obstinately sealed. 


roomTf Sir^jw" Was shown into the consulting- 
™r a taU stnnni'f 1 ” 6 B ° sworth - The famous physician 

jawed, and high-nosTd” gauntness - narrow- 
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‘Will you sit down, Mr. Trent?’ said Sir Peregrine. 
‘You wrote that you wished to see me upon a private 
matter concerning myself. I am at a loss to imagine what it 
can be, but, knowing your name, I had no hesitation in 

making an appointment.’ . 

Trent inclined his head. ‘I am obliged to you. Sir 
Peregrine. The matter is really important, and also quite 
pr i vate __ so private that no person whatever knows the 
material facts besides myself. I won’t waste words. I 
have lately been staying with the Lanceys, whom you know, 
in Italy. Lady Bosworth was also a guest there, t or 
some days before my arrival she had suffered each evening 
from a curious attack of lassitude and vacancy of mind. I 
don’t know what it was. Perhaps you do ’ 

Sir Peregrine, immovably listening, smiled gnmly. in ® 
description of symptoms is a little vague. I have heard 

nothing of this, I must say, from my wife ’ 

‘ it always came on at a certain time of the day, and only 
then. That time was a few minutes after eight at the 
beginning of dinner. The attack passed off gradually after 

two hours or so.' a . , , , 

The physician laid his clenched hand on the table between 

them. ‘ You are not a medical man, Mr. Trent, I believe. 

What concern have you with all this?’ His voice was 


coldly hostile now. , , c; r 

‘Lots,’ answered Trent briefly. Then he added, as Sir 

Peregrine got to his feet with a burning eye, I know noth¬ 
ing of medicine, but I cured Lady Bosworth.’ 

The other sat down again suddenly. His open hands fell 
upon the table and his dark face became very pale. You 

--’ he began with difficulty. . 

‘I and no other, Sir Peregrine. And in a curiously 
simple way. I found out what was causing the trouble, ana 
without her knowledge I removed it. It was-oh. the 
devil!’ Trent exclaimed in a lower tone, lor Sir Pe 
grine Bosworth, with a brow gone suddenly wlnte and 
clammy, had first attempted to rise and then sunk forward 

with his head on the table. _ . , , v,irn 

Trent, who had seen such things before, humed to him, 

pulled his chair from the table, and pressed his headdovmto 

his knees. Within a minute the stricken man was leaning 
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back in his chair. He inspired deeply from a small bottle 
he had taken from his pocket. 

‘You have been overworking, perhaps,' Trent said. 
‘Something is wrong. I think I had better not-’ 

Sir Peregrine had pulled himself together. ‘ I know very 
well what is wrong with me, sir,'he interrupted brusquely. ' It 
is my business to know. That will not happen again. I wish 
to hear what you have to say, before you leave this house.’ 

‘Very well.' Trent took a tone of colourless precision. 
‘I was asked by Lady Bosworth’s sister, Mrs. Lancey, to 
help in trying to trace the source of the disorder which 
attacked her every evening. I need not describe the signs 
of it, and I will not trouble you with an account of how 
I reasoned on the matter. But I found out that Lady 
Bosworth was, on these occasions, under the influence of a 
drug, which had the effect of lowering her vitality and 
clogging her brain, without producing stupefaction or sleep; 
and I was led to the conclusion that she was administering 
this drug to herself without knowing it.’ 

He paused, and felt in his waistcoat pocket. ‘ When Mrs. 
Lancey and I were making a search for something of the 
kind in her room, my attention was caught by the fine work¬ 
manship of a manicure set on the dressing-table. I took 
up the little round box meant to contain nail-polishing 
paste, admiring its shape and decoration, and on looking 
inside it found it half-full of paste. But I have often 
watched the process of beautifying finger-nails, and it 
seemed to me that the stuff was of a deeper red than the 
usual pink confection; and I saw next that the polish-pad 
of the set, though well-worn, had never been used with 
paste which leaves a sort of dark incrustation on the pad. 
Yet it was evident that the paste in the little box had been 
used. It is useful sometimes, you see, to have a mind that 
no ices tnfles. So I jumped to the conclusion that the paste 

a was not employed as nail-polish was employed for some 
other purpose; and when I reached that point I simply put 
Hj e . b °; x m _ m y Pocket and went away with it. I may say 
that Mrs Lancey knew nothing of this, or of what I did 


^ ha * was that?' Sir Peregrine appeared now to 
be following the story with an ironic interest. 
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‘ Naturally, knowing nothing of such matters, I took it to 
the place that called itself "English Pharmacy” in the 
town, and asked the proprietor what the stuff was. He 
looked at it, took a little on his finger, smelt it, and said it 
was undoubtedly lip-salve. 

‘ It was then I remembered how, when I saw Lady Bos- 
worth during one of her attacks, her lips were brilliantly red, 
though all the colour had departed from her face. That 
had struck me as very odd, because I am a painter, and 
naturally I could not miss an abnormality like that. Then 
I remembered another thing. One evening, when Lady 
Bosworth, her sister, and myself were prevented from 
returning to the house for dinner, and dined at a country 
inn, there had been no sign of her trouble; but I had noticed 
that she moistened her lips again and again with her 
tongue.' 

‘You are observant,’ remarked Sir Peregrine dispas¬ 
sionately, and again had recourse to his smelling-bottle. 

‘You are good enough to say so,’ Trent replied, with a 
wooden face. ‘On thinking these things over, it seemed to 
me probable that Lady Bosworth was in the habit of putting 
on a little lip-salve when she dressed for dinner in the even¬ 
ing ; perhaps finding that her lips at that time of day tended 
to become dry, or perhaps not caring to use it in daylight, 
when its presence would be much more easily detected. 
For I had learned that she made some considerable parade 
of not using any kind of cosmetics or artificial aids to beauty; 
and that, of course, accounted for her carrying it in a box 
meant for manicure-paste, which might be represented as 
merely a matter of cleanliness, and at any rate was not to be 
classed with paint and powder. It was not pleasant to me 
to have surprised this innocent little deception; but it was 
as well that I did so, for I soon ascertained beyond doubt 
that the stuff had been tampered with. 

‘ When I left the chemist's I went and sat in a quiet comer 
of the Museum grounds. There I put the least touch of the 
salve on my tongue, and awaited result. In five minutes 
I had lost all power of connected thought or will; I no 
longer felt any interest in my own experiment. I was 
conscious. I felt no discomfort, and no loss of the power of 
movement. Only my intelligence seemed to be paralysed. 
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For an hour I was looking out upon the world with the soul 
of an ox, placid and blank.’ 

Trent now opened his fingers and showed a little round 
box of hammered silver, with a delicate ornamentation run¬ 
ning round the lid. It was of about the bigness of a pill-box. 

‘It seemed best to me that this box should simply dis¬ 
appear, and in some quite natural, unsuspicious way. 
Merely to remove the salve would have drawn Lady Bos- 
worth’s attention to it and set her guessing. She did not 
suspect the stuff as yet, I was fully convinced; and I thought 
it well that the affair of her seizures should remain a 
mystery. Your eyes ask why. Just because I did not 
want a painful scandal in Mrs. Lancey’s family—we are 
old friends, you see. And now here I am with the box, 
and neither Lady Bosworth nor any other person has the 
smallest inkling of its crazy secret but you and 1/ 

He stopped again and looked in Sir Peregrine's eyes. 
They remained fixed upon him with the gaze of a statue. 

‘It was plain, of course,' Trent continued, ‘that some¬ 
one had got at the stuff immediately before she went out to 
Italy, or immediately on her arrival. The attacks began on 
the first evening there, two hours after reaching the house. 
Therefore any tampering with the salve after her arrival 
was practically impossible. When I asked myself who 
should have tampered with it before Lady Bosworth left this 
house to go out to Italy, I was led to form a very unpleasant 
conjecture.’ 

Sir Peregrine stirred in his chair. ‘You had been told 

the truth—or a part of the truth—about our married life, I 
suppose ? ’ 

Trent inclined his head. ‘Three days ago I arrived in 
London, and showed a little of this paste to a friend of mine 
who is an expert analyst. He has sent me a report, which 
I have here.' He handed an envelope across the table. 

deeply interested in what he found, but I have not 
satisfied his curiosity. He found the salve to be evenly 
impregnated with a very slight quantity of a rare alkaloid 
body called purvisine.” Infinitesimal doses of it produce 
effects on the human organism which he describes, as I can 

considerable accuracy. It was discovered, he 
notes, by Henry Purvis twenty-five years ago; and you will 
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remember, Sir Peregrine, what I only found out by inquiry 
—that you were assistant to Purvis about that time in 
Edinburgh, where he had the chair of medical jurisprudence 
and toxicology.’ 

He ceased to speak, and there was a short silence. Sir 
Peregrine gazed at the table before him. Once or twice he 
drew breath deeply, and at length began to speak calmly. 

‘I shall not waste words,' he said, ‘in trying to explain 
fully my state of mind or my action in this matter. But I 
will tell you enough for your imagination to do the rest. My 
feeling for my wife was an infatuation from the beginning, 
and is still. I was too old for her. I don’t think now that 
she ever cared for me greatly; but she was too strong- 
minded ever to marry a wealthy fool. By the time we had 
been married a year I could no longer hide from myself that 
she had an incurable weakness for philandering. She has 
surrendered herself to it with less and less restraint, and 
without any attempt to deceive me on the subject. If I 
tried to tell you what torture it has been to me, you wouldn’t 
understand. The worst was when she was away from me, 
staying with her friends. At length I took the step you 
know. It was undeniably an act of baseness, and we will 
leave it at that, if you please. If you should ever suffer as 
I do, you will modify your judgment upon me. I knew of 
my wife’s habit, discovered by you, of using lip-salve at her 
evening toilette. On the night before her departure I took 
what was in that box and combined it with a preparation of 
the drug purvisine. The infinitesimal amount which would 
pass into the mouth after the application of the salve was 
calculated to produce for an hour or two the effects you 
have described, without otherwise doing any harm. But I 
knew the impression that would be produced upon normal 
men and women by the sight of any one in such a state. I 
wanted to turn her attractiveness into repulsiveness, and I 
seem to have succeeded. I was mad when I did it. I have 
been aghast at my own action ever since. I am glad it has 
been frustrated. And now I should like to know what you 
intend to do.' 

Trent took up the box. ‘ If you agree. Sir Peregrine, 1 
shall drop this from Westminster Bridge to-night. And so 
long as nothing of the sort is practised again, the whole affair 
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shall be buried. Yours is a wretched story, and I don’t 
suppose any of us would find our moral fibre improved by 
such a situation. I have no more to say.’ 

He rose and moved to the door. Sir Peregrine rose also 
and stood with lowered eyes, apparently deep in thought. 

‘I am obliged to you, Mr. Trent,’ he said, formally. ‘I 
may say, too, that your account of your proceedings inter¬ 
ested me deeply. I should like to ask a question. How did 
you contrive that her box should disappear without its 
owner seeing anything remarkable in its absence ? ’ 

‘Oh, easily,' Trent replied, his hand on the door-knob. 
‘After experimenting on myself, I went back to the house 
before tea-time, when no one happened to be in. I went up¬ 
stairs to a room where a cockatoo was kept—a mischievous 
brute—took him off his chain, and carried him into Lady 
Bosworth’s room. There I put him on the dressing-table, 
and teased him a little with the manicure things to interest 
him in them. Then I took away one of the pairs of scissors, 
so that the box shouldn't be the one thing missing, and left 
him shut in there to do his worst, while I went out of the 
house again. When I went he was ripping out the silk 
lining of the case, and had chewed up the silver handles of 
the things pretty well. After I had gone he went on to 
destroy various other things. In the riot that took place 
when he was found, the disappearance of the little box and 
scissors became a mere detail. Certainly Lady Bosworth 
suspected nothing. 

I suppose,' he added, thoughtfully, * that occasion 
would be the only time a cockatoo was of any particular use.’ 
And Trent went out. 
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THE GHOST AT MASSINGHAM MANSIONS 

‘Do you believe in ghosts, Max? ’ inquired Mr. Carlyle. 

‘Only as ghosts,’ replied Carrados with decision. 

‘Quite so,' assented the private detective with the air of 
acquiescence with which he was wont to cloak his moments 
of obfuscation. Then he added cautiously: ‘ And how don’t 
you believe in them, pray? ’ 

' As public nuisances—or private ones for that matter,’ 
replied his friend. ‘So long as they are content to behave 
as ghosts I am with them. When they begin to meddle 
with a state of existence that is outside their province—to 
interfere in business matters and depreciate property—to 
rattle chains, bang doors, ring bells, predict winners, and 
to edit magazines—and to attract attention instead of 
shunning it, I cease to believe. My sympathies are entirely 
with the sensible old fellow who was awakened in the middle 
of the night to find a shadowy form standing by the side 
of his bed and silently regarding him. For a few minutes 
the disturbed man waited patiently, expecting some awful 
communication, but the same profound silence was main¬ 
tained. "Well,” he remarked at length, "if you have 
nothing to do, I have,” and turning over went to sleep 
again.' 

' I have been asked to take up a ghost,’ Carlyle began to 
explain. 

‘Then I don't believe in it,’ declared Carrados. 

‘ Why not ? ’ 

'Because it is a pushful, notoriety-loving ghost, or it 
would not have gone so far. Probably it wants to get 
into the Daily Mail. The other people, whoever they are, 
don’t believe in it, either, Louis, or they wouldn’t have 
called you in. They would have gone to Sir Oliver Lodge 
for an explanation, or to the nearest priest for a stoup of 
holy water.’ 


88 
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‘I admit that I shall direct my researches towards the 
forces of this world before I begin to investigate any other/ 
conceded Louis Carlyle. 'And I don't doubt,' he added, 
with his usual bland complacence, ‘ that I shall hale up some 
mischievous or aggrieved individual before the ghost is 
many days older. Now that you have brought me so far, 
do you care to go on round to the place with me, Max, to 
hear what they have to say about it ?' 

Carrados agreed with his usual good nature. He rarely 
met his friend without hearing the details of some new 
case, for Carlyle's practice had increased vastly since the 
night when chance had led him into the blind man’s study. 
They discussed the cases according to their interest, and 
there the matter generally ended so far as Max Carrados was 
concerned, until he casually heard the result subsequently 
from Carlyle’s lips or learned the sequel from the news¬ 
paper. But these pages are primarily a record of the 
methods of the one man whose name they bear and there¬ 
fore for the occasional case that Carrados completed for his 
friend there must be assumed the unchronicled scores which 
the inquiry agent dealt capably with himself. This re¬ 
minder is perhaps necessary to dissipate the impression that 
Louis Carlyle was a pretentious humbug. He was, as a 
matter of fact, in spite of his amiable foibles and the self- 


assurance that was, after all, merely an asset of his trade, 
a shrewd and capable business man of his world, and behind 
his office manner nothing concerned him more than to pocket 
fees for which he felt that he had failed to render value. 

Massingham Mansions proved to be a single block of 
residential flats overlooking a recreation ground. It was, 
as they afterwards found, an adjunct to a larger estate of 
similar property situated down another road. A porter 
residing in the basement, looked after the interests of 
Massingham Mansions; the business office was placed 
among the other flats. On that morning it presented the 

dull ea a r ^rtf? < , 0f a w ^- kept » prosperous enough place, a little 
r kttl ® unfinished, a little depressing perhaps; in fact 
renumsjcent^of the superfluous mansions that stand 
among broad weedy roads on the outskirts of overgrown 
seaside resorts; but it was persistently raining at the time 
when Mr. Carlyle had his first view of it 

*D 9*8 
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* It is early to judge,’ he remarked, after stopping the car 
in order to verify the name on the brass plate, ‘ but, upon 
my word, Max, I really think that our ghost might have 
discovered more appropriate quarters.’ 

At the office, to which the porter had directed them, 
they found a managing clerk and two coltish youths in 
charge. Mr. Carlyle's name produced an appreciable 
flutter. 

‘ The governor isn’t here just now, but I have this matter 
in hand,’ said the clerk with an easy air of responsibility— 
an effect unfortunately marred by a sudden irrepressible 
giggle from the least overawed of the colts. ‘Will you 
kindly step into our private room ? ' He turned at the door 
of the inner office and dropped a freezing eye on the offender. 

' Get those letters copied before you go out to lunch, Binns,' 
he remarked in a sufficiently loud voice. Then he closed 
the door quickly, before Binns could find a suitable retort. 

So far it had been plain sailing, but now, brought face to 
face with the necessity of explaining, the clerk began to 

develop some hesitancy in beginning. 

‘ It's a funny sort of business,’ he remarked, skirting the 

’ difficulty. 

‘Perhaps,’ admitted Mr. Carlyle; ‘but that will not em¬ 
barrass us. Many of the cases that pass through my hands 
are what you would call “ funny sorts of business.” ' 

‘I suppose so,' responded the young man, ‘but not 
through ours. Well, this is at n Massingham. A few 
nights ago—I suppose it must be more than a week now— 
Willett, the estate porter, was taking up some luggage to 
75 Northanger for the people there when he noticed a light 
in one of the rooms at n Massingham. The backs face, 
though about twenty or thirty yards a\yay. It struck him 
as curious, because n Massingham is empty and locked up. 
Naturally he thought at first that the porter at Massingham 
or one of us from the office had gone up for something. 
Still it was so unusual—being late at night—that it was lus 
business to look into it. On his way round—you know 
where Massingham Mansions are?—he had to pass here. 
It was dark, for we ’d all been gone hours, but Willett has 
duplicate keys and he let himself in. Then he began to 
think that something .must be wrong, for here, hanging up 
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against their number on the board, were the only two keys 
of 11 Massingham that there are supposed to be. He put 
the keys in his pocket and went on to Massingham. Green, 
the resident porter there, told him that he hadn’t been into 
No. 11 for a week. What was more, no one had passed the 
outer door, in or out, for a good half-hour. He knew that, 
because the door “springs” with a noise when it is opened, 
no matter how carefully. So the two of them went up. 
The door of No. 11 was locked and inside everything was 
as it should be. There was no light then, and after looking 
well round with the lanterns that they carried they were 
satisfied that no one was concealed there.' 

‘You say lanterns,’ interrupted Mr. Carlyle. ‘I suppose 
they lit the gas, or whatever it is there, as well ? ’ 

‘ It is gas, but they could not light it because it was cut 
off at the meter. We always cut it off when a flat becomes 
vacant.’ 


‘What sort of a light was it, then, that Willett saw? ’ 

‘ It was gas, Mr. Carlyle. It is possible to see the bracket 
in that room from 75 Northanger. He saw it burning.’ 

‘ Then the meter had been put on again ? ' 

‘It is in a locked cupboard in the basement. Only the 
office and the porters have keys. They tried the gas in the 
room and it was dead out; they looked at the meter in the 
basement afterwards and it was dead off.’ 

Very good,’ observed Mr. Carlyle, noting the facts in his 
pocket-book. ‘What next?' 

The next,' continued the clerk, ‘was something that had 
really happened before. When they got down again— 
Green and Willett—Green was rather chipping Willett 
about seeing the light, you know, when he stopped sud¬ 
denly. He d remembered something. The day before 
the servant at 12 Massingham had asked him who it was 

Slwtw? the bathroom at No- II— she of course 
£rri that 11 Was empt y- He told her that no one used 

runmtfanT’ i she said > " we hear the water 

running and splashing almost every night and it’s funny 

with no one there. He had thought nothing of it at the 

kTthe bath™ he t0 ! d ber —‘hat it must be the water 

heid nf °1 one ° f the underneath flats that they 
heard. Of course he told Willett then and they went up 
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again and examined the bathroom more closely. Water 
had certainly been run there, for the sides of the bath were 
still wet. They tried the taps and not a drop came. When 
a flat is empty we cut off the water like the gas.’ 

‘At the same place—the cupboard in the basement?’ 
inquired Carlyle. 

‘ No; at the cistern in the roof. The trap is at the top of 
the stairs and you need a longish ladder to get there. The 
next morning Willett reported what he'd seen and the 
governor told me to look into it. We didn’t think much of 
it so far. That night I happened to be seeing some friends 
to the station here—I live not so far off—and I thought I 
might as well take a turn round here on my way home. I 
knew that if a light was burning I should be able to see the 
window lit up from the yard at the back, although the gas 
itself would be out of sight. And, sure enough, there was 
the light blazing out of one of the windows of No. 11. I 
won’t say that I didn’t feel a bit home-sick then, but I'd 
made up my mind to go up.' 

‘Good man,’ murmured Mr. Carlyle approvingly. 

‘Wait a bit,’ recommended the clerk, with a shamefaced 
laugh. ‘So far I had only had to make my mind up. It 
was then close on midnight and not a soul about. I came 
here for the keys, and I also had the luck to remember an 
old revolver that had been lying about in a drawer of the 
office for years. It wasn’t loaded, but it didn't seem quite 
so lonely with it. I put it in my pocket and went on to 
Massingham, taking another turn into the yard to see that 
the light was still on. Then I went up the stairs as quietly 
as I could and let myself into No. 11.’ 

‘You didn’t take Willett or Green with you?' 

The clerk gave Mr. Carlyle a knowing look, as of one smart 
man who will be appreciated by another. 

‘Willett’s a very trustworthy chap,’ he replied, ‘and we 
have every confidence in him. Green also, although he has 
not been with us so long. But I thought it just as well to 
do it on my own, you understand, Mr. Carlyle. You didn t 
look in at Massingham on your way? Well, if you had you 
would have seen that there is a pane of glass above every 
door, frosted glass to the hall doors and plain over each of 
those inside. It's to light the halls and passages, you 
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know. Each flat has a small square hall and a longish 
passage leading off it. As soon as I opened the door I 
could tell that one of the rooms down the passage was lit 
up, though I could not see the door of it from there. Then 
I crept very quietly through the hall into'the passage. A 
regular stream of light was shining from above the end door 
on the left. The room, I knew, was the smallest in the flat 
—it's generally used for a servant’s bedroom or sometimes 
for a box-room. It was a bit thick, you '11 admit—right 
at the end of a long passage and midnight, and after what 
the others had said.’ 

‘Yes, yes,’ assented the inquiry agent. ‘But you went 
on?' 


‘ I went on, tiptoeing without a sound. I got to the door, 
took out my pistol, put my hand almost on the handle and 
then-’ 

‘Well, well,' prompted Mr. Carlyle, as the narrator 
paused provokingly, with the dramatic instinct of an expert 
raconteur, ‘what then? ’ 

‘ Then the light went out; while my hand was within an 
inch of the handle the light went out, as clean as if I had 
been watched all along and the thing timed. It went out 
all at once, without any warning and without the slightest 
sound from the beastly room beyond. And then it was as 
black as hell in the passage and something seemed to be 
going to happen.* 

' What did you do ? ’ 

‘I did a slope,’ acknowledged the clerk frankly. ‘I 
broke all the records down that passage, I bet you. You ’ll 
laugh, I dare say, and think you would have stood, but you 
don t know what it was like. I'd been screwing myself 
up, wondering what I should see in that lighted room when 
1 opened the door, and then the light went out like a knife, 
and for all I knew the next second the door would open on 

m ^-D 1 uui an< * Christ only knows what come out.* 
Erobably I should have run also,’ conceded Mr. Carlyle 
tactfully. ‘And you, Max?’ 

,, s f e » 1 always feel at home in the dark,’ apologized 

the blin d man. ‘At all events, you got safely away, 

‘My name’s Elliott,’ responded the clerk. ‘Yes, you 
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may bet I did. Whether the door opened and anybody or 
anything came out or not I can’t say. I didn’t look. I 
certainly did get an idea that I heard the bath water run¬ 
ning and swishing as I snatched at the hall door, but I 
didn’t stop to consider that either, and if it was, the noise 
was lost in the slam of the door and my clatter as I took 
about twelve flights of stairs six steps at a time. Then 
when I was safely out I did venture to go round to look up 
again, and there was that damned light full on again.’ 

'Really?' commented Mr. Carlyle. ‘That was very 
audacious of him.' 

‘Him? Oh, well, yes, I suppose so. That's what the 
governor insists, but he hasn’t been up there himself in 
the dark.’ 

‘ Is that as far as you have got? * 

‘ It's as far as we can get. The bally thing goes on just 
as it likes. The very next day we tied up the taps of 
the gas-meter and the water cistern and sealed the string. 
Bless you, it didn’t make a ha'porth of difference. Scarcely a 
night passes without the light showing, and there's no doubt 
that the water runs. We've put copying ink on the door 
handles and the taps and got into it ourselves until there 
isn’t a man about the place that you couldn’t implicate.' 

'Has any one watched up there? ’ 

‘Willett and Green together did one night. They shut 
themselves up in the room opposite from ten till twelve 
and nothing happened. I was watching the window with a 
pair of opera-glasses from an empty flat here—85 Nor- 
thanger. Then they chucked it, and before they could have 
been down the steps the light was there—I could see the 
gas as plain as I can see this inkstand. I ran down and met 
them coming to tell me that nothing had happened. The 
three of us sprinted up again and the light was out and the 
flat as deserted as a churchyard. What do you make of 

that? ’ -/-II 

‘It certainly requires looking into,’ replied Mr. Carlyle 

diplomatically. 

‘Looking into! Well, you’re welcome to look all day 
and all night too, Mr. Carlyle. It isn’t as though it was an 
old baronial mansion, you see, with sliding panels and secret 
passages. The place has the date over the front door, 1882 
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—1882 and haunted, by gosh! It was built for what it is, 
and there isn’t an inch unaccounted for between the slates 
.and the foundation.’ 

‘These two things—the light and the water running— 
are the only indications there have been?' asked Mr. 
Carlyle. 

‘So far as we ourselves have seen or heard. I ought 
perhaps to tell you of something else, however. When this 
business first started I made a few casual inquiries here 
and there among the tenants. Among others I saw Mr. 
Belting, who occupies 9 Massingham—the flat directly 
beneath No. 11. It didn’t seem any good making up a 
cock-and-bull story, so I put it to him plainly—had he been 
annoyed by anything unusual going on at the empty flat 
above ?' 

‘“If you mean your confounded ghost up there, I have 
not been particularly annoyed,” he said at once, “but 
Mrs. Belting has, and I should advise you to keep out of her 
way, at least until she gets another servant.” Then he 
told me that their girl, who slept in the bedroom underneath 
the little one at No. 11, had been going on about noises in 
the room above—footsteps and tramping and a bump on 
the floor—for some time before we heard anything of it. 
Then one day she suddenly said that she ’d had enough of 
it and bolted. That was just before Willett first saw 
the light.’ 

H is being talked about, then—among the tenants? ’ 

You bet!' assented Mr. Elliott pungently. * That’s 
what gets the governor. He wouldn’t give a continental 
if no one knew, but you can’t tell where it wiU end. The 
peop'e at Northanger don’t half like it either. All the 
children are scared out of their little wits and none of the 
slaveys will run errands after dark. It ’ll give the estate a 
bad name for the next three years if it isn’t stopped.' 

It shaH be stopped,' declared Mr. Carlyle impressively. 

Of course we have our methods for dealing with this sort 
ol thing, but in order to make a clean sweep it is desirable 
to put our hands on the offender in flagrante delicto. Tell 
your er—-principal not to have any further concern in the 

a * l° f my pe0ple wU1 caU here for an V further 
details that he may require during the day. Just leave 
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everything as it is in the meanwhile. Good morning, Mr. 
Elliott, good morning. ... A fairly obvious game, I 
imagine. Max,’ he commented as they got into the car, 
‘although the details are original and the motive not dis¬ 
closed as yet. I wonder how many of them are in it? ' 

‘ Let me know when you find out,’ said Carrados, and 
Mr. Carlyle promised. 

Nearly a week passed and the expected revelation failed 
to make its appearance. Then, instead, quite a different 
note arrived: 

‘My Dear Max, 

‘I wonder if you formed any conclusion of that Mas- 
singham Mansions affair from Mr. Elliott’s refined 
narrative of the circumstances? 

‘I begin to suspect that Trigget, whom I put on, is 
somewhat of an ass, though a very remarkable circum¬ 
stance has come to light which might—if it wasn’t a 
matter of business—offer an explanation of the whole 
business by stamping it as inexplicable. 

‘You know how I value your suggestions. If you 
happen to be in the neighbourhood—not otherwise, Max, 
I protest—I should be glad if you would drop in for a 
chat. 

‘ Yours sincerely, 

‘Louis Carlyle.' 

Carrados smiled at the ingenuous transparency of the 
note. He had thought several times of the case since the 
interview with Elliott, chiefly because he was struck by 
certain details of the manifestation that divided it from the 
ordinary methods of the bogy-raiser, an aspect that had 
apparently made no particular impression on his friend. 
He was sufficiently interested not to let the day pass without 
‘happening’ to be in the neighbourhood of Bampton Street. 

‘Max,’ exclaimed Mr. Carlyle, raising an accusing fore¬ 
finger, 'you have come on purpose.’ 

‘If I have,' replied the visitor, ‘you can reward me with 
a cup of that excellent beverage that you were able to 
conjure up from somewhere down in the basement on a 
former occasion. As a matter of fact, I have.’ 
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Mr. Carlyle transmitted the order and then demanded 
his friend’s serious attention. 

‘That ghost at Massingham Mansions-’ 

'I still don't believe in that particular ghost, Louis,’ com¬ 
mented Carrados in mild speculation. 

‘I never did, of course,’ replied Carlyle, 'but, upon my 
word, Max, I shall have to very soon as a precautionary 
measure. Triggett has been able to do nothing and now he 
has as good as gone on strike.' 

‘Downed—now what on earth can an inquiry man down 
to go on strike, Louis? Note-books? So Trigget has got 
a chill, like our candid friend Elliott, eh? ’ 

‘ He started all right—said that he didn’t mind spending 
a night or a week in a haunted flat, and, to do him justice, 
I don’t believe he did at first. Then he came across a very 
curious piece of forgotten local history, a very remarkable 
—er—coincidence in the circumstances, Max.' 

‘I was wondering,' said Carrados, ‘when we should come 
up against that story, Louis.' 

‘Then you know of it?’ exclaimed the inquiry agent in 
surprise. 

‘Not at all. Only I guessed it must exist. Here you 
have the manifestation associated with two things which 
in themselves are neither usual nor awe-inspiring—the gas 
and the water. It requires some association to connect 
them up, to give them point and force. That is the 
story.' 

Yes, assented his friend, * that is the story, and, upon 
my soul, in the circumstances—well, you shall hear it. It 
comes partly from the newspapers of many years ago, but 
only partly, for the circumstances were successfully hushed 
up in a large measure and it required the stimulated 
memories of ancient scandalmongers to fill in the details. 
Un, yes, it was a scandal, Max, and would have been a great 
sensation too, I do not doubt, only they had no proper 
pictorial Press in those days, poor beggars. It was very 
soon after Massingham Mansions had been erected—they 
were called Enderby House in those days, by the way, for 
e name was changed on account of this very business. 
1 he household at No. 11 consisted of a comfortable, middle- 
ged married couple and one servant, a quiet and attractive 
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young creature, one is led to understand. As a matter of 
fact, I think they were the first tenants of that flat.’ 

‘ The first occupants give the soul to a new house,’ 
remarked the blind man gravely. ‘That is why empty 
houses have their different characters.’ 

‘ I don’t doubt it for a moment,’ assented Mr. Carlyle in 
his incisive way, ‘ but none of our authorities on this case 
made any reference to the fact. They did say, however, 
that the man held a good and responsible position—a 
position for which high personal character and strict 
morality were essential. He was also well known and 
regarded in quiet but substantial local circles where serious 
views prevailed. He was, in short, a man of notorious 
“respectability.” 

' The first chapter of the tragedy opened with the pain¬ 
ful death of the prepossessing handmaiden—suicide, poor 
creature. She didn't appear one morning and the flat was 
full of the reek of gas. With great promptitude the master 
threw all the windows open and called up the porter. They 
burst open the door of the little bedroom at the end of the 
passage, and there was the thing as clear as daylight for 
any coroner’s jury to see. The door was locked on the 
inside, and the extinguished gas was turned full on. It was 
only a tiny room, with no fireplace, and the ventilation of 
a closed well-fitting door and window was negligible in the 
circumstances. At all events the girl was proved to have 
been dead for several hours when they reached her, and 
the doctor who conducted the autopsy crowned the con¬ 
vincing fabric of circumstances when he mentioned as 
delicately as possible that the girl had a very pressing reason 
for dreading an inevitable misfortune that would shortly 
overtake her. The jury returned the obvious verdict. 

‘There have been many undiscovered crimes in the 
history of mankind. Max, but it is by no means every 
ingenious plot that carries. After the inquest, at which 
our gentleman doubtless cut a very proper and impressive 
figure, the barbed whisper began to insinuate and to grow 
in freedom. It is sheerly impossible to judge how these 
things start, but we know that when once they have been 
begun they gather material like an avalanche. It was 
remembered by someone at the flat underneath that late 
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on the fatal night a window in the principal bedroom above 
had been heard to open, top and bottom, very quietly. 
Certain other sounds of movement in the night did not tally 
with the tale of sleep-wrapped innocence. Sceptical busy- 
bodies were anxious to demonstrate practically to those who 
differed from them on this question that it was quite easy to 
extinguish a gas-jet in one room by blowing down the gas- 
pipe in another; and in this connection there was evidence 
that the lady of the flat had spoken to her friends more 
than once of her sentimental young servant’s extravagant 
habit of reading herself to sleep occasionally with the light 
full on. Why was nothing heard at the inquest, they 
demanded, of the curious fact that an open novelette lay 
on the counterpane when the room was broken into? A 
hundred trifling circumstances were adduced — arrange¬ 
ments that the girl had been making for the future down 
to the last evening of her life—interpretable hints that she 
had dropped to her acquaintances—her views on suicide 
and the best means to that end: a favourite topic, it would 
seem, among her class—her possession of certain com¬ 
paratively expensive trinkets on a salary of a very few 
shillings a week, and so on. Finally, some rather more 
definite and important piece of evidence must have been 
conveyed to the authorities, for we know now that one fine 
day a warrant was issued. Somehow rumour preceded 
its execution. The eminently respectable gentleman with 
whom it was concerned did not wait to argue out the merits 
of the case. He locked himself in the bathroom, and when 
the police arrived they found that instead of an arrest they 
had to arrange the details for another inquest.’ 

A very convincing episode,’ conceded Carrados in re¬ 
sponse to his friend’s expectant air. ‘ And now her spirit 
passes the long winter evenings turning the gas on and 
oft, and the one amusement of his consists in doing the 
same with the bath-water — or the other way about, 

Troly. one half the world knows not how the other 
half lives! 

All your cheap humour won’t induce Trigget to spend 
another night in that flat, Max,' retorted Mr. Carlyle. 

•Nor, I am afraid, will it help me through this business in 
any other way.' 
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‘ Then I ’ll give you a hint that may,' said Carrados. 'Try 
your respectable gentleman’s way of settling difficulties.’ 

‘What is that? ’ demanded his friend. 

‘Blow down the pipes, Louis.' 

‘Blow down the pipes? ’ repeated Carlyle. 

‘At all events try it. I infer that Mr. Trigget has not 
experimented in that direction.' 

‘ But what will it do, Max?' 

‘ Possibly it will demonstrate where the other end goes to.’ 

‘ButThe other end goes to the meter.' 

‘I suggest not—not without some interference with its 
progress. I have already met your Mr. Trigget, you know, 
Louis. An excellent and reliable man within his limits, but 
he is at his best posted outside the door of a hotel waiting 
to see the co-respondent go in. He hasn't enough imagina¬ 
tion for this case—not enough to carry him away from what 
would be his own obvious method of doing it to what is 
someone else’s equally obvious but quite different method. 
Unless I am doing him an injustice, he will have spent most 
of his time trying to catch someone getting into the flat to 
turn the gas and water on and off, whereas I conjecture 
that no one does go into the flat because it is perfectly 
simple—ingenious but simple—to produce these phenomena 
without. Then when Mr. Trigget has satisfied himself that 
it is physically impossible for any one to be going in and 
out, and when, on the top of it, he comes across this roman¬ 
tic tragedy—a tale that might psychologically explain the 
ghost, simply because the ghost is moulded on the tragedy 
—then, of course, Mr. Trigget’s mental process is swept 
away from its moorings and his feet begin to get cold.' 

‘This is very curious and suggestive,' said Mr. Carlyle. 

‘ I certainly assumed- But shall we have Trigget up 

and question him on the point? I think he ought to be 
here now—if he isn’t detained at the “Bull.”' 

Carrados assented, and in a few minutes Mr. Trigget 
presented himself at the door of the private office. He was 
a melancholy-looking middle-aged little man, with an 
ineradicable air of being exactly what he was, and the 
searcher for deeper or subtler indications of character would 
only be rewarded by a latent pessimism grounded on the 
depressing probability that he would never be anything else. 
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'Come in, Trigget,’ called out Mr. Carlyle when his 
employee diffidently appeared. ‘Come in. Mr. Carrados 
would like to hear some of the details of the Massingham 
Mansions case.’ 

‘Not the first time I have availed myself of the benefit of 
your inquiries, Mr. Trigget,' nodded the blind man. ' Good 
afternoon.’ 


'Good afternoon, sir,’ replied Trigget with gloomy 
deference. ‘It’s very handsome of you to put it^in that 
way, Mr. Carrados, sir. But this isn't another Tarporley- 
Templeton case, if I may say so, sir. That was as plain 
as a pikestaff after all, sir.’ 

‘When we saw the pikestaff, Mr. Trigget; yes, it was,’ 
admitted Carrados, with a smile. ‘But this is insoluble? 
Ah, well. When I was a boy I used to be extraordinarily 
fond of ghost stories, I remember, but even while reading 
them I always had an uneasy suspicion that when it came 
to the necessary detail of explaining the mystery I should 
be defrauded with some subterfuge as "by an ingenious 
arrangement of hidden wires the artful Muggles had con¬ 
trived," etc., or "an optical illusion effected by means of 
concealed mirrors revealed the modus operandi of the appari¬ 
tion." I thought that I had been swindled. I think so 
still. I hope there are no ingenious wires or concealed 
mirrors here, Mr. Trigget ? ’ 

Mr. Trigget looked mildly sagacious but hopelessly 
puzzled It was his misfortune that in him the necessities 
of his business and the proclivities of his nature were 
at variance, so that he ordinarily presented the curious 
anomaiy of looking equally alert and tired. 

Wires, sir? he began, with faint amusement. 

, ,. only wires, but anything that might account for 
what is going on, interposed Mr. Carlyle. ‘ Mr. Carrados 
means this, Tngget: you have reported that it is impossible 

any one to be concealed in the flat or to have secret 
access to it-* 


r,i.^ Ve ■ eS . ted ever y inch of space in aU the rooms. Mr. 
evprv P*j otested the hurt Trigget. * I have examined 

. may say * every nail in the floor, the 
a the Window frames . and, in fact, wherever 

nail exists. There are no secret ways in or out. 
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Then I have taken the most elaborate precautions against 
the doors and windows being used for surreptitious ingress 
and egress. They have not been used, sir. For the past 
week I am the only person who has been in and out of the 
flat, Mr. Carrados, and yet night after night the gas that is 
cut off at the meter is lit and turned out again, and the 
water that is cut off at the cistern splashes about in the bath 
up to the second I let myself in. Then it ’s as quiet as the 
grave and everything is exactly as I left it. It isn’t human, 
Mr. Carrados, sir, and flesh and blood can’t stand it—not in 
the middle of the night, that is to say.’ 

‘You see nothing further, Mr. Trigget? ' 

‘I don’t indeed, Mr. Carrados. I would suggest doing 
away with the gas in that room altogether. As a box-room 
it wouldn’t need one.’ 

‘ And the bathroom ?' 

‘ That might be turned into a small bedroom and all the 
water fittings removed. Then to provide a bathroom-' 

‘Yes, yes,' interrupted Mr. Carlyle impatiently, ‘but we 
are retained to discover who is causing this annoyance and 
to detect the means, not to suggest structural alterations 
in the flat, Trigget. The fact is that after having put in a 
week on this job you have failed to bring us an inch nearer 
its solution. Now Mr. Carrados has suggested’ — Mr. 
Carlyle was not usually detained among the finer shades of 
humour, but some appreciation of the grotesqueness of the 
advice required him to control his voice as he put the 
matter in its baldest form—‘Mr. Carrados has suggested 
that instead of spending the time measuring the chimneys 
and listening to the wall-paper, if you had simply blown 
down the gas-pipe-’ 

Carrados was inclined to laugh, although he thought it 
rather too bad of Louis. 

‘Not quite in those terms, Mr. Trigget,’ he interposed. 

‘Blow down the gas-pipe, sir?’ repeated the amazed 

man. ‘What for?’ ( 

‘To ascertain where the other end comes out,’ replied 

Carlyle. 

‘But don't you see, sir, that that is a detail until you 
ascertain how it is being done? The pipe may be tapped 
between the bath and the cistern. Naturally, I considered 
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that. As a matter of fact, the water-pipe isn’t tapped. It 
goes straight up from the bath to the cistern in the attic 
above, a distance of only a few feet, and I have examined 
it. The gas-pipe, it is true, passes through a number of 
flats, and without pulling up all the floors it isn’t practicable 
to trace it. But how does that help us, Mr. Carrados? 
The gas-tap has to be turned on and off; you can’t do that 
with these hidden wires. It has to be lit. I ve never 
heard of lighting gas by optical illusions, sir. Somebody 
must get in and out of the flat or else it isn’t human. I 've 
spent a week, a very trying week, sir, in endeavouring to 
ascertain how it could be done. I haven’t shirked cold 
and wet and solitude, sir, in the discharge of my duty. 
I’ve freely placed my poor gifts of observation and intelli¬ 
gence, such as they are, sir, at the service-’ 

‘Not “freely,” Trigget,' interposed his employer with 
decision. 

‘ I am speaking under a deep sense of injury, Mr. Carlyle,’ 
retorted Mr. Trigget, who, having had time to think it 
over, had now come to the conclusion that he was not 
appreciated. ‘I am alluding to a moral attitude such as 
we all possess. I am very grieved by what has been sug¬ 
gested. I didn’t expect it of you, Mr. Carlyle, sir; indeed 
I did not. For a week I have done everything that it has 
been possible to do, everything that a long experience could 
suggest, and now, as I understand it, sir, you complain that 
I didn’t blow down the gas-pipe, sir. It's hard, sir; it's 
very hard.' 


Oh, well, for heaven's sake don’t cry about it, Trigget,' 
exclaimed Mr. Carlyle. ‘You ’re always sobbing about the 
place over something or other. We know you did your 
host—God help you!’ he added aside. 

I did, Mr. Carlyle; indeed I did, sir. And I thank you 

v? r ui at a PP rec * at i ve tribute to my services. I value it 
highly, very highly indeed, sir.’ A tremulous note in the 
impassioned delivery made it increasingly plain 
that Mr. Trigget's regimen had not been confined entirely 
to solid food that day. His wrongs were forgotten and 
he approached Mr. Carrados with an engaging air of 


What is this tip about blowing down the gas-pipe, sir ?' 
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he whispered confidentially. ‘ The old dog's always willing 
to learn something new.’ 

‘Max,’ said Mr. Carlyle curtly, ‘is there anything more 
that we need detain Trigget for? ’ 

‘Just this,’ replied Carrados after a moment’s thought. 
‘The gas-bracket—it has a mantle attachment on?' 

‘Oh, no, Mr. Carrados,’ confided the old dog with the 
affectation of imparting rather valuable information, ‘not 
a mantle on. Oh, certainly no mantle. Indeed—indeed, 
not a mantle at all.' 

Mr. Carlyle looked at his friend curiously. It was half 
evident that something might have miscarried. Further¬ 
more, it was obvious that the warmth of the room and the 
stress of emotion were beginning to have a disastrous effect 
on the level of Mr. Trigget’s ideas and speech. 

‘ A globe ? ' suggested Carrados. 

‘A globe? No, sir, not even a globe, in the strict sense 
of the word. No globe, that is to say, Mr. Carrados. In 
fact nothing like a globe.' 

‘What is there, then? ’ demanded the blind man without 
any break in his unruffled patience. ‘There may be 
another way—but surely—surely there must be some 
attachment ? ’ 

‘No,’ said Mr. Trigget with precision, ‘no attachment at 
all; nothing at all; nothing whatsoever. Just the ordinary 
or common or penny plain gas-jet, and above it the whayou- 
maycallit thingamabob.' 

‘ The shade — gas consumer — of course! ’ exclaimed 
Carrados. ‘That is it.' 

‘The tin thingamabob,’ insisted Mr. Trigget with slow 
dignity. ‘Call it what you will. Its purpose is self- 
evident. It acts as a dispirator—a distributor, that is 

to say-’ 

‘Louis,’ struck in Carrados joyously, ‘are you good tor 

settling it to-night?’ . 

‘Certainly, my dear fellow, if you can really give the 

time. 1 

‘Good; it’s years since I last tackled a ghost. What 

about_?' His look indicated the other member of 

the council. 

‘Would he be of any assistance? ’ 
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* Perhaps—then.' 
‘What time?’ 


‘Say eleven-thirty.' 

‘Trigget,’ rapped out his employer sharply, 'meet us at 
the corner of Middlewood and Enderby Roads at half-past 
eleven sharp to-night. If you can't manage it I shall not 
require your services again.' 

‘Certainly, sir; I shall not fail to be punctual,’ replied 
Trigget without a tremor. The appearance of an almost 
incredible sobriety had possessed him in the face of warning, 
and both in speech and manner he was again exactly the 
man as he had entered the room. ‘ I regard it as a great 
honour, Mr. Carrados, to be associated with you in this 
business, sir.’ 

‘In the meanwhile,’ remarked Carrados, ‘if you find the 
time hang heavy on your hands you might look up the 
subject of “platinum black.” It may be the new tip 
you want.’ 

‘ Certainly, sir. But do you mind giving me a hint as to 
what “platinum black” is?' 

‘ It is a chemical that has the remarkable property of 
igniting hydrogen or coal gas by mere contact,' replied 
Carrados. ‘Think how useful that may be if you haven't 
got a match!’ 


To mark the happy occasion Mr, Carlyle had insisted on 
taking his friend off to witness a popular musical comedy. 
Carrados had a few preparations to make, a few accessories 
to procure for the night's work, but the whole business had 
come within the compass of an hour and the theatre spanned 
the interval between dinner at the Palm Tree and the time 
w er L the y tbe car at the appointed meeting-place. 

/' ngget was already there, in an irreproachable state 
o normal dejection. Parkinson accompanied the party, 
bringing with him the baggage of the expedition. 

«j P y * lin j on » Trigget ? ’ inquired Mr. Carlyle, 
on ’ „ VG PJu e a t 11111 rounc * tbe place, sir, and the light was 
the rnnHir 16 1 g° up for fear of disturbing 

mfnn?r^ tl0ns ^ efore you saw them - That was about ten 

S J lAre yo f u e oin g into the yard to look again ? 
i have all the keys, of course.’ 

Ho we. Max? ’ queried Mr. Carlyle. 
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‘ Mr. Trigget might. We need not all go. He can catch 

us up again.’ , 

He caught them up again before they had reached the 

outer door. 

‘ It's still on, sir,' he reported. 

‘Do we use any special caution, Max? asked Carlyle. 

‘Oh, no. Just as though we were friends of the ghost, 

calling in the ordinary way.’ 

Trigget, who retained the keys, preceded the party up the 

stairs till the top was reached. He stood a moment at the 
door of No. ii examining, by the light of the electric lamp 
he carried, his private marks there and pointing out to the 
others in a whisper that they had not been tampered with. 
All at once a most dismal wail, lingering, piercing, and 
ending in something like a sob that died away because the 
life that gave it utterance had died with it, drawled for - 
bodingly through the echoing emptiness of the deserted 
flat. Trigget had just snapped off his light^and in the 
darkness a startled exclamation sprang from Mr. Carlyle 

hP ‘ S it’s all right, sir,’ said the little man, with a private 
satisfaction that he had the diplomacy to conceal .. Bit 
creepy, isn’t it? Especially when you hear it by yoursel 
up here for the first time. It's only the end of the bath 

Wa pfe had^pene^the door and was conducting them to the \ 
room at the end of the passage. A faint aurora hadLb 
visible from that direction when they first entered the hail, 
but it was cut off before they could identify its source. 

‘That’s what happens,’ muttered Tngget. . 

He threw open the bedroom door without waitin S 
examine his marks there and they crowded into the_ tiny 
chamber. Under the beams of the lamps they car ™** K 
was brilliantly though erratically illuminated. Alltu 
towards the central object of their quest, a. tarnished g 
bracket of the plainest description. A few inches abo\ 
hung the metal disk that Trigget had alluded to for th e 
ceiling was low and at that point it was brought even nearer 
to the gas by corresponding with the slant of the r 

With the prescience so habitual with him that it had 
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ceased to cause remark among his associates Carrados 
walked straight to the gas-bracket and touched the burner. 

'Still warm,' he remarked. 'And so are we getting now. 
A thoroughly material ghost, you perceive, Louis.' 

'But still turned off, don’t you see, Mr. Carrados, sir,’ 
put in Trigget eagerly. ‘And yet no one's passed out.’ 

'Still turned off—and still turned on,’ commented the 
blind man. 

‘What do you mean. Max?’ 

‘The small screwdriver, Parkinson,' requested Carrados. 

‘Well, upon my word! ’ dropped Mr. Carlyle expressively. 
For in no longer time than it takes to record the fact Max 
Carrados had removed a screw and then knocked out the 
tap. He held it up towards them and they all at once saw 
that so much of the metal had been filed away that the gas 
passed through no matter how the tap stood. ‘ How on 
earth did you know of that ? ' 

'Because it wasn’t practicable to do the thing in any 
other way. Now unhook the shade, Parkinson—carefully.' 

The warning was not altogether unnecessary, for the man 
had to stand on tiptoes before he could comply. Carrados 
received the dingy metal cone and lightly touched its inner 
surface. 

‘Ah, here, at the apex, to be sure,’ he remarked. ‘The 
gas is bound to get there. And there, Louis, you have an 
ever-lit and yet a truly “safety” match—so far as gas is 
concerned. You can buy the thing for a shilling, I believe.' 

Mr. Carlyle was examining the tiny apparatus with 
interest. So small that it might have passed for the 
mummy of a midget hanging from a cobweb, it appeared 
to consist of an insignificant black pellet and an inch of the 
finest wire. 

‘Um, I've never heard of it. And this will really light 
the gas ?' 

‘As often as you like. That is the whole bag of tricks.’ 

Mr. Carlyle turned a censorious eye upon his lieutenant, 
but Trigget was equal to the occasion and met it without 

embarrassment. 

‘I hadn’t heard of it either, sir,’ he remarked conver¬ 
sationally. ‘Gracious, what won’t they be getting out 
next, Mr. Carlvle!’ 
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‘Now for the mystery of the water.’ Carrados was 
finding his way to the bathroom and they followed him 
down the passage and across the hall. ‘ In its way I think 
that this is really more ingenious than the gas, for, as Mr. 
Trigget has proved for us, the water does not come from 
the cistern. The taps, you perceive, are absolutely dry.’ 

‘ It is forced up? ' suggested Mr. Carlyle, nodding towards 

the outlet. • 

‘That is the obvious alternative. We will test it pre¬ 
sently.’ The blind man was down on his hands and knees 
following the lines of the different pipes. ‘Two degrees 
more cold are not conclusive, because in any case the water 
has gone out that way. Mr. Trigget, you know the ropes, 
will you be so obliging as to go up to the cistern and turn 

the water on.' 

‘I shall need a ladder, sir.' 

‘ Parkinson.' 

‘We have a folding ladder out here,’ said Parkinson, 

touching Mr. Trigget’s arm. . 

‘One moment,' interposed Carrados, rising from his in¬ 
vestigation among the pipes; ‘this requires some care. I 
want you to do it without making a sound or showing a 
light, if that is possible. Parkinson will help you. Wait 
until you hear us raising a diversion at the other end of the 
flat. Come, Louis.’ 

The diversion took the form of tapping the wall and 
skirting-board in the other haunted room. When Trigget 
presented himself to report that the water was now on 
Carrados put him to continue the singular exercise with Mr. 
Carlyle while he himself slipped back to the bathroom. 

‘The pump, Parkinson,’ he commanded in a brisk whisper 
to his man, who was waiting in the hall. 

The appliance was not unlike a powerful tyre pump witn 
some modifications. One tube from it was quickly fitted 
to the outlet pipe of the bath, another trailed a loose end 
into the bath itself, ready to take up the water. There were 
a few other details, the work of moments. Then Carrados 
turned on the tap, silencing the inflow by the attachment 
of a short length of rubber tube. When the water had risen 
a few inches he slipped off to the other room, told his rather 
mystified confederates there that he wanted a little more 
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noise and bustle put into their performance, and was back 
again in the bathroom, 

‘Now, Parkinson,' he directed, and turned off the tap. 
There was about a foot of water in the bath. 


Parkinson stood on the broad base of the pump and tried 
to drive down the handle. It scarcely moved. 

‘Harder,’ urged Carrados, interpreting every detail of 
sound with perfect accuracy. 

Parkinson set his teeth and lunged again. Again he 
seemed to come up against a solid wall of resistance. 

' Keep. trying; something must give,' said his master 

encouragingly. 4 Here, let me-’ He threw his weight 

into the balance and for a moment they hung like a group 
poised before action. Then, somewhere, something did 
give and the sheathing plunger 'drew.' 

'Now like blazes till the bath is empty. Then you can 
tell the others to stop hammering.’ Parkinson, looking 
round to acquiesce, found himself alone, for with silent 


step and quickened senses Carrados was already passing 
down the dark flights of the broad stone stairway. 

It was perhaps three minutes later when an excited gentle¬ 
man in the state of disrobement that is tacitly regarded as 
falling upon the punctum caecum in time of fire, flood, and 
nocturnal emergency shot out of the door of No. 7 and 
bounding up the intervening flights of steps pounded with 
the knocker on the door of No. 9. As someone did not 
appear with the instantaneity of a jack-in-the-box, he 
proceeded to repeat the summons, interspersing it with an 
occasional 4 1 say 1' shouted through the letter-box. 

The light above the door made it unconvincing to affect 
that no one was at home. The gentleman at the door 

* act tbrou § b bis channel of communication 
nd demanded mstant attention. So immersed was he with 
his own grievance, in fact, that he failed to notice the 
approach of someone on the other side, and the sudden 
opening of the door, when it did take place, surprised him 

ouentiMdn^ 1 nei S hbour ' s doorstep, a large and conse- 
quenriai-iookmg personage as revealed in the light from the 

f an ?K u he u dk hat that he had instinctively snatched 
up /knt with his braces hanging down. 

Mr. Tupworthy of No. 7, isn’t it?' quickly interposed the 
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new man before his visitor could speak. ‘ But why this 
homage? Permit me to raise you, sir.’ 

‘Confound it all,' snorted Mr. Tupworthy indignantly, 

‘ you ’re flooding my flat. The water’s coming through 
my bathroom ceiling in bucketfuls. The plaster ’ll fall 
next. Can’t you stop it ? Has a pipe burst or something? 

‘Something, I imagine,’ replied No. 9 with serene de¬ 
tachment. ‘At all events it appears to be over now. 

' So I should hope/ was the irate retort. ‘ It ’s bad 
enough as it is. I shall go round to the office and complain. 
I ’ll tell you what it is, Mr. Belting: these mansions are 
becoming a pandemonium, sir, a veritable pandemonium. 

‘ Capital idea; we ’ll go together and complain: two will 
be more effective,' suggested Mr. Belting. ‘But not to¬ 
night, Mr. Tupworthy. We should not find any one there. 

The office will be closed. Say to-morrow-’ 

‘ I had no intention of anything so preposterous as going 
there to-night. I am in no condition to go. If I don t get 
my feet into hot water at once I shall be laid up with a severe 
cold. Doubless you haven’t noticed it, but I am wet 
through to the skin, saturated, sir.' 

Mr. Belting shook his head sagely. 

‘Always a mistake to try to stop water coming through 
the ceiling,’ he remarked. ^ ‘ It will come, you know. Finds 

its own level and all that.’ 

‘I did not try to stop it—at least not voluntanly. A 
temporary emergency necessitated a slight rearrangement 
of our accommodation. I—I tell you this in confidence 

I was sleeping in the bathroom.’ 

At the revelation of so notable a catastrophe Mr. Belting 
actually seemed to stagger. Possibly his eyes filled witn 
tears; certainly he had to turn and wipe away his emotion 

before he could proceed. 

‘ Not—not right under it ? ’ he whispered. 

‘ I imagine so,’ replied Mr. Tupworthy. ‘ I do not con¬ 
ceive that I could have been placed more centrally. 1 
received the full cataract in the region of the ear. Ueu, 
if I may rely on you that it has stopped, I will terminate 

our interview for the present.’ ... _ 

'Good night,' responded the still tremulous Belting. 
‘Good night—or good morning, to be exact. He waite 
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with the door open to light the first flight of stairs for Mr. 
Tupworthy's descent. Before the door was closed another 
figure stepped down quietly from the obscurity of the steps 
leading upwards. 

‘ Mr. Belting, I believe? ’ said the stranger. ‘ My name is 
Carrados. I have been looking over the flat above. Can 
you spare me a few minutes? ’ 

‘What, Mr. Max Carrados?' 

‘The same,’ smiled the owner of the name. 

‘Come in, Mr. Carrados,’ exclaimed Belting, not only 
without embarrassment, but with positive affection in his 
voice. ‘Come in by all means. I've heard of you more 
than once. Delighted to meet you. This way. I know— 
I know.’ He put a hand on his guest’s arm and insisted 
on steering his course until he deposited him in an easy- 
chair before a fire. ‘This looks like being a great night. 
What will you have? ’ 

Carrados put the suggestion aside and raised a corner of 
the situation. 

‘I'm afraid that I don’t come altogether as a friend,’ he 
hinted. 

‘ It’s no good,’ replied his host. * I can’t regard you in 
any other light after this. You heard Tupworthy? But 
you haven’t seen the man, Mr. Carrados. I know—I've 
heard—but no wealth of the imagination'can ever really 
quite reconstruct Tupworthy, the shoddy magnifico, in 
his immense porcine complacency, his monumental self- 
importance. And sleeping right underneath! Gods, but 
we have lived to-night! Why—why ever did you stop? ’ 

' You associate me with this business? ’ 

Associate you! My dear Mr. Carrados, I give you the 

full glorious credit for the one entirely successful piece of low 

comedy humour in real life that I have ever encountered. 

Indeed, in a legal and pecuniary sense, I hold you absolutely 
responsible.’ J 


Oh exclaimed Carrados, beginning to laugh quietly. 
1 hen he continued: ‘ I think that I shall come through that 
all right. I shall refer you to Mr. Carlyle, the private 
inquiry agent, and he will doubtless pass you on to your 
landlord for whom he is acting, and I imagine that he in 
turn will throw all the responsibility on the ingenious 
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gentleman who has put them to so much trouble. Can you 
guess the result of my investigation in the flat above?’ 

‘Guess, Mr. Carrados? I don’t need to guess: I know. 
You don’t suppose I thought for a moment that such trans¬ 
parent devices as two intercepted pipes and an automatic 
gas-lighter would impose on a man of intelligence? They 
were only contrived to mystify the credulous imagination 
of clerks and porters.’ 

‘You admit it, then?' 

‘Admit! Good gracious, of course I admit it, Mr. 
Carrados. What's the use of denying it? ’ 

' Precisely. I am glad you see that. And yet you seem 
far from being a mere practical joker. Does your confidence 
extend to the length of letting me into your object?' 

‘Between ourselves,' replied Mr. Belting, ‘I haven t the 
least objection. But I wish that you would have—say a 
cup of coffee. Mrs. Belting is still up, I believe. She would 

be charmed to have the opportunity-No? Well, just 

as you like. 'Now, my object? You must understand, Mr. 
Carrados, that I am a man of sufficient leisure and adequate 
means for the small position we maintain. But I am not 
unoccupied—not idle. On the contrary, I am always 
busy. I don't approve of any man passing his time aim¬ 
lessly. I have a number of interests in life—hobbies, if you 
like. You should appreciate that, as you are a private 
criminologist. I am—among other things which dont 
concern us now—a private retributionist. On every side 
people are becoming far too careless and negligent. An 
era of irresponsibility has set in. Nobody troubles to keep 
his word, to carry out literally his undertakings. In my 
small way I try to set that right by showing them the 
logical development of their ways. I am, in fact, the sworn 
enemy of anything approaching sloppiness. \ou smile 

at that?' , _ 

‘ It is a point of view,’ replied Carrados. I was wonder¬ 
ing how the phrase at this moment would convey itself, say, 
to Mr. Tupworthy’s ear.' 

Mr. Belting doubled up. , 

‘But don’t remind me of Tupworthy or I can t get on, 
he said. ‘ In my method I follow the system of Herbert 
Spencer towards children. Of course you are familiar witn 
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his treatise on Education ? If a rough boy persists, after 
warnings, in tearing or soiling all his clothes, don’t scold 
him for what, after all, is only a natural and healthy in¬ 
stinct overdone. But equally, of course, don’t punish 
yourself by buying him other clothes. When the time 
comes for the children to be taken to an entertainment 
little Tommy cannot go with them. It would not be seemly, 
and he is too ashamed, to go in rags. He begins to see 
the force of practical logic. Very well. If a tradesman 
promises—promises explicitly—delivery of his goods by a 
certain time and he fails, he finds that he is then unable to 
leave them. I pay on delivery, by the way. If a man 
undertakes to make me an article like another—I am 


painstaking, Mr. Carrados: I point out at the time how 
exactly like I want it—and if it is (as it generally is) on com¬ 
pletion something quite different, I decline to be easy-going 
and to be put off with it. I take the simplest and most 
obvious instances; I could multiply indefinitely. It is, of 

course, frequently inconvenient to me, but it establishes 
a standard.' 


'I see that you are a dangerous man, Mr. Belting,' re¬ 
marked Carrados. ‘ If most men were like you our national 
character would be undermined. People would have to 
behave properly.’ 

If most men were like me we should constitute an intoler¬ 
able nuisance,’ replied Belting seriously. ‘A necessary 
reaction towards sloppiness would set in and find me at its 
head. I am always with minorities.' 

< And the case in point ? ' 

The present trouble centres round the kitchen sink. It 
is cracked and leaks. A trivial cause for so elaborate an 
outcome, you may say, but you doubtless remember that 
I ?? n c l uarre Uing once at a spring as to who should use 
rst mvolved half Europe in a war, and the whole tragedy 
.. 607 s P rai ^g from a silly business round a word. I hadn’t 
, J 1 t “ e s * n k w hen we took this flat, but the landlord had 
emnly sworn to do everything that was necessary. Is a 
WriI “* neces sary to replace a cracked one? Obviously. 
. ’ y™ know what landlords are: possibly you are 

siffn^°?u Se ^’ The y promise you heaven until you have 
]e 5*8 6 a & reemen t then they tell you to go to hell. 
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Suggested that we’d probably broken the sink ourselves and 
would certainly be looked to to replace it. An excellent 
servant caught a cold standing in the drip and left. Was I 
to be driven into paying for a new sink myself? Very well, 
I thought, if the reasonable complaint of one tenant is 
nothing to you, see how you like the unreasonable com¬ 
plaints of fifty. The method served a useful purpose too. 
When Mrs. Belting heard that old tale about the tragedy 
at No. 11 she was terribly upset; vowed that she couldn’t 
stay alone in here at night on any consideration. 

‘“My dear,” I said, “don't worry yourself about ghosts. 
I '11 make as good a one as ever lived, and then when you 
see how it takes other people in, just remember next time 
you hear of another that someone's pulling the string.” 
And I really don’t think that she '11 ever be afraid of ghosts 
again.’ 

‘Thank you,' said Carrados, rising. ‘Altogether I have 
spent a very entertaining evening, Mr. Belting. I hope 
your retaliatory method won’t get you into serious trouble 
this time.’ 

' Why should it ? ’ demanded Belting quickly. 

‘Oh, well, tenants are complaining, the property is being 
depreciated. The landlord may think that he has legal 
redress against you.’ 

‘But surely I am at liberty to light the gas or use the 
bath in my own flat when and how I like? ’ 

A curious look had come into Mr. Belting’s smiling face; 
a curious note must have sounded in his voice. Carrados 
was warned and, being warned, guessed. 

‘You are a wonderful man,' he said with upraised hand. 
‘I capitulate. Tell me how it is, won’t you? ’ 

'I knew the man at No. 11. His tenancy isn’t really up 
till March, but he got an appointment in the north and had 
to go. His two unexpired months weren’t worth troubling 
about, so I got him to sublet the flat to me—all quite 
regularly—for a nominal consideration, and not to mention 

it.’ 

‘But he gave up the keys?' 

‘ No. He left them in the door and the porter took them 
away. Very unwarrantable of him; surely I can keep my 
keys where I like? However, as I had another . . . Really, 
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Mr. Carrados, you hardly imagine that unless I had an 
absolute right to be there I should penetrate into a flat, 
tamper with the gas and water, knock the place about’ 
tramp up and down-' 

I go, said Carrados, ‘to get our people out in haste. 
Good night. 

Good night, Mr. Carrados. It’s been a great privilege 
to meet you. Sorry I can't persuade you .’ 




EDGAR JEPSON AND ROBERT EUSTACE 

THE TEA-LEAF 

Arthur Kelstern and Hugh Willoughton met in the 
Turkish bath in Duke Street, St. James’s, and rather more 
than a year later in that Turkish bath they parted. Both 
of them were bad-tempered men, Kelstern cantankerous 
and Willoughton violent. It was, indeed, difficult to decide 
which was the worse-tempered; and when I found that they 
had suddenly become friends, I gave that friendship three 
months. It lasted nearly a year. 

When they did quarrel they quarrelled about Kelstern's 
daughter Ruth. Willoughton fell in love with her ancfshe 
with him, and they became engaged to be married. Six 
months later, in spite of the fact that they were plainly 
very much in love with one another, the engagement was 
broken off. Neither of them gave any reason for breaking 
it off. My belief was that Willoughton had given Ruth 
a taste of his infernal temper and got as good as he gave. 

Not that Ruth was at all a Kelstern to look at. Like 
the members of most of the old Lincolnshire families, 
descendants of the Vikings and the followers of Canute, 
one Kelstern is very like another Kelstern,vfair-haired, 
clear-skinned, with light blue eyes and a good bridge to 
the nose. But Ruth had taken after her mother; she was 
dark, with a straight nose, dark-brown eyes of the kind 
often described as liquid, dark-brown hair, and as kissabie 
lips as ever I saw. She was a proud, self-sufficing, high- 
spirited girl, with a temper of her own. She needed itto 
live with that cantankerous old brute Kejstern. Oddiy 
enough, in spite of the fact that he always would try to 
bully her, she was fond of him; and I will say for him t a 
he was very fond of her. Probably she was the only crea¬ 
ture in the world of whom he was really fond. He ' va * ** 
expert in the application of scientific discoveries to industry, 
and she worked with him in his laboratory. He paid ner 
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five hundred a year, so that she must have been uncom¬ 
monly good. 

He took the breaking off of the engagement very hard 
indeed. He would have it that Willoughton had jilted 
her. Ruth took it hard, too; her warm colouring losff'some 
of its warmth; her lips grew less kissable and set in a 
thinner line. Willoughton’s temper grew worse than ever; 
he was like a bear with a perpetually sore head. I tried to 
feel my way with both him and Ruth with a view to help 
to bring about a reconciliation. To put it mildly, I was 
rebuffed. Willoughton swore at me; Ruth flared up and 
told me not to meddle in "matters that didn't concern me. 
Nevertheless, my strong impression was that they were 
missing one another badly and would have been glad 
enough to come together again if their stupid vanity could 
have let them. 


Kelstem did his best to keep Ruth furious with Willough¬ 
ton. One night I told him—it was no business of mine; but 
I never did give a tinker’s curse for his temper—that he 
was a fool to meddle and had much better leave them alone. 
It made him furious, of course; he would have it that 
Willoughton was a dirty hound and a low blackguard—at 
least those were about the mildest things he said of him. 
Given his temper and the provocation, nothing less could 

be expected. Moreover, he was looking a very sick man 
and depressed. 


He took immense trouble to injure Willoughton. At his 
club f* tbe Athenaeum, the Devonshire, and the Savile, he 
would display considerable ingenuity in bringing the con¬ 
versation round to him; theri^he would declare that he 

a the meanest type. Of course, it did 

WiUoughforThaHn, though not nearly as much as Kelstern 
desired for Willoughton knew his job as few engineers 
knew it; and it is very hard indeed to do much harm to 
a man who really knows his job. People have to have 
him But of course it did him some harm; and Willough- 
ton knew that Kelstern was doing it. I came across two 

TW t0 ! d - mC that 7 they had S iven ^ a friendly hint. 
That did not improve his temper. 

An expert in the construction of those ferro-concrete 
buildings which are rising up all over London, he was 
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as distinguished in his sphere as Kelstern in his. They 
were alike not only in the matters of brains and bad temper; 
but I think that their minds worked in very much the same 
way. At any rate, both of them seemed determined not 
to change their ordinary course of life because of the 
breaking off of that engagement. 

It had been the habit of both of them to have a Turkish 
bath, at the baths in Duke Street, at four in the afternoon 
on the second and last Tuesday in every month. To that 
habit they stuck. The fact that they must meet on those 
Tuesdays did not cause either of them to change his hour 
of taking his Turkish bath by the twenty minutes which 
would have given them no more than a passing glimpse of 
one another. They continued to take it, as they always 
had, simultaneously. Thick-skinned? They were thick- 
skinned. Neither of them pretended that he did not see 
the other; he scowled at him; and he scowled at him most 
of the time. I know this, for sometimes I had a Turkish 
bath myself at that hour. 

It was about three months after the brea’ : ng off of the 
engagement that they met for the last time ai that Turkish 
bath, and there parted for good. 

Kelstern had been looking ill for about six weeks; there 
was a greyness and a drawn look to his face; and he was 
losing weight. On the second Tuesday in October he 
arrived at the bath punctually at four, bringing with him, 
as was his habit, a thermos flask full of a very delicate 
China tea. If he thought that he was not perspiring 
freely enough he would drink it in the hottest room; if he 
did perspire freely enough, he would drink it after his 
bath. Willoughton arrived about two minutes later. 
Kelstern finished undressing and went into the bath a 
couple of minutes before Willoughton. They stayed in 
the hot room about the same time; Kelstern went into the 
hottest room about a minute after Willoughton. Before 
he went into it he sent for his thermos flask, which he had 
left in the dressing-room, and took it into the hottest room 

with him. . . ., 

As it happened, they were the only two people in the 

hottest room; and they had not been in it two minutes 
before the four men in the hot room heard them quarrelling. 
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They heard Kelstern call Willoughton a dirty hound and a 
low blackguard, among other things, and declare he would 
do him in yet. Willoughton told him to go to the devil 
twice. Kelstern went on abusing him, and presently 
Willoughton fairly shouted: ‘Oh, shut up, you old fool! 
Or I ’ll make you! ’ 

Kelstern did not shut up. About two minutes later 
Willoughton came out of the hottest room, scowling, walked 
through the hot room into the shampooing room, and put 
himself into the hands of one of the shampooers. Two or 
three minutes after that a man of the name of Helston 
went into the hottest room and fairly yelled. Kelstern 
was lying back on a couch, with the blood still flowing 
from a wound over his heart. 

There was a devil of a hullabaloo. The police were called 
in; Willoughton was arrested. Of course he lost his temper 
and, protesting furiously that he had had nothing whatever 
to do with the crime, abused the police. That did not 
incline them to believe him. 

After examining the room and the dead body the detec¬ 
tive-inspector in charge of the case came to the conclusion 
that Kelstern had been stabbed as he was drinking his tea. 
The thermos flask lay on the floor and some of the tea had 
evidently been spilt, for some tea-leaves—the tea in the 
flask must have been carelessly strained off the leaves by 
the maid who filled it—lay on the floor about the mouth of 
the empty flask. It looked as if the murderer had taken 
advantage of Kelstern’s drinking his tea to stab him while 
the flask rather blocked his vision and prevented him 
from seeing what he would be at. 

The case would have been quite plain sailing but for the 
fact that they could not find the weapon. It had been easy 
enough for Willoughton to take it into the bath in the towel 
“ he was draped. But how had he got rid of it? 

Where had he hidden it? A Turkish bath is no place to 
hide anything in. It is as bare as an empty barn—if any- 
thmg barer; and Willoughton had been in the barest part 
ot it. i he police searched every part of it—not that there 
was much point m doing that, for Willoughton had come 
out of the hottest room and gone through the hot room into 
t e shampooers^ room. When Ijelston started shouting 
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'Murder!' he had rushed back with the shampooers to 
the hottest room and there he had stayed. Since it was 
obvious that he had committed the murder, the shampooers 
and the bathers had kept their eyes on him. They were 
all of them certain that he had not left them to go to 
the dressing-room; they would not have allowed him to 
do so. 

It was obvious that he must have carried the weapon 
into the bath, hidden in the folds of the towel in which he 
was draped, and brought it away in the folds of that towel. 
He had laid the towel down beside the couch on which he 
was being shampooed; and there it still lay when they came 
to look for it, untouched, with no weapon in it, with no 
traces of blood on it. There was not much in the fact 
that it was not stained with blood, since Willoughton could 
have wiped the knife, or dagger, or whatever weapon he 
used, on the couch on which Kelstern lay. There were no 
marks of any such wiping on the couch; but the blood, 
flowing from the wound, might have covered them up. 
But why was the weapon not in the towel ? 

There was no finding that weapon. 

Then the doctors who made the autopsy came to the 
conclusion that the wound had been inflicted by a circular, 
pointed weapon nearly three-quarters of an inch in dia¬ 
meter. It had penetrated rather more than three inches, 
and, supposing that its handle was only four inches long, 
it must have been a sizable weapon, quite impossible to 
overlook. The doctors also discovered a further proof of 
the theory that Kelstern had been drinking tea when he 
was stabbed. Half-way down the wound they found two 
halves ~o 7 a tea-leaf which had evidently fallen on to 
Kelstern’s body, been driven into the wound, and cut in 
half by the weapon. Also they discovered that Kelstern 
was suffering from cancer. This fact was not published 
in the papers; I heard it at the Devonshire. 

Willoughton was brought before the magistrates, and 
to most people's surprise did not reserve his defence. He 
went into the witness-box and swore that he had never 
touched Kelstern, that he had never had anything to touch 
him with, that he had never taken any weapon into the 
Turkish bath and so had had no weapon to hide, that he 
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had never even seen any such weapon as the doctors 
described. He was committed for trial. 

The papers were full of the crime; every one was dis¬ 
cussing it; and the question which occupied every one's 
mind was: where had Willoughton hidden the weapon? 
People wrote to the papers to suggest that he had in¬ 
geniously put it in some place under everybody’s eyes and 
that it had been overlooked because it was so obvious. 
Others suggested that, circular and pointed, it must be 
very like a thick lead-pencil, that it was a thick lead-pencil; 
and that was why the police had overlooked it in their 
search. The police had not overlooked any thick lead- 
pencil; there had been no thick lead-pencil to overlook. 
They hunted England through—Willoughton did a lot of 
motoring to discover the man who had sold him this 
curious and uncommon weapon. They did not find the 
maji who had sold it to him; they did not find a man who 

“ ld s „ uc . h f wea P°"\ at all. They came to the conclusion 
that K els tern had been murdered with a piece of steel or 
iron, rod filed to a point like a pencil 

In , -Piteof the fact that only Willoughton could have 
murdered Kelstem, I could not believe that he had done 

him f ^ 1 n at K ^ lstern was doing his best to injure 
him professionally and socially was by no means a strong 

enough motive. Willoughton was far too intelligent f 

'..‘vSahtaf.Hi;"H?HI.»'! i »..t 

1 doing so and P, seemed rather touched by my 

who g had“onf so “ke war* ft* \ WaS the 0nl V S 

1 gentler: It might last We and seemed much 

Inough, and^turX wit ? e ^ scusse ^ the murder readily 

frankly that he did notTxpect meTnth 1 *'- He Said quite 
heueve^hat he had not coLnit^d Tt ; 
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he could not for the life a»f him conceive who had. I did 
believe that he had not committed it; there was something 
in his way of discussing it that wholly convinced me. I 
told him that I was quite sure that he had not killed 
Kelstern; and he looked at me as if he did not believe the 
assurance. But again he looked grateful. 

Ruth was grieving for her father; but Willoughton’s very 
dangerous plight to some degree distracted her mind from 
her loss. A woman can quarrel with a man bitterly 
without desiring to see him hanged; and Willoughton’s 
chance of escaping hanging was not at all a good one. But 
she would not believe for a moment that he had murdered 
her father. 

‘No; there’s nothing in it—nothing whatever,’ she said 
firmly. ‘ If dad had murdered Hugh I could have under¬ 
stood it. He had reasons—or at any rate he had persuaded 
himself that he had. But whatever reason had Hugh for 
murdering dad? It's all nonsense to suppose that he'd 
mind dad’s trying all he knew to injure him as much as 
that. All kinds of people are going about trying to injure 
other people in that way, but they don’t really injure them 
very much; and Hugh knows that quite well.’ 

‘ Of course they don't; and Hugh wouldn’t really believe 
that your father was injuring him much,’ I said. ‘But 
you 're forgetting his infernal temper.’ 

‘No, I'm not,' she protested. ‘He might kill a man m 
one of his rages on the spur of the moment. But this 
wasn’t the spur of the moment. Whoever did it had 
worked the whole tiling out and came along with the 

weapon ready.' 

I had to admit that that was reasonable enough. But 
who had done it? / I pointed out to her that the police 
had made careful Inquiries about every one in the bath 
at the time, the shampooers and the people taking their 
baths, but they found no evidence whatever that any one 
of them had at any time had any relations, except that ot 


shampooer, with her father.^ 

'Either it was one of them, or somebody else who just 
did it and got right away, or there's a catch somewhere, 

she said, frowning thoughtfully. 

‘ I can’t see how there can possibly have been any one 


THE TEA-LEAF 


123 

in the bath, except the people who are known to have 
been there,' said I. ‘In fact, there can’t have been.’ 

Then the Crown subpoenaed her as a witness for the 
prosecution. It seemed rather unnecessary and even a 
bit queer, for it could have found plenty of evidence of 
bad blood between the two men without dragging her 
into it. Plainly it was bent on doing all it knew to prove 
motive enough. Ruth worked her brain so hard trying 
to get to the bottom of the business that there came a 
deep vertical wrinkle just above her right eyebrow that 
stayed there. 

On the morning of the trial I called for her after break¬ 
fast to drive her down to the New Bailey. She was pale 
and looked as if she had had a poor night's rest, and, 
naturally enough, she seemed to be suffering from an 
excitement she found hard to control. It was not like 
her to show any excitement she might be feeling. 

She said in an excited voice: ‘I think I 've got it!' and 
would say no more. 

We had of course, been in close touch with Willoughton’s 
solicitor, Hamley; and he had kept seats for us just behind 
him. He wished to have Ruth to hand to consult should 
some point tum up on which she could throw light, since 

wfll™»ht more , tl ? an one about the relations between 

well thn i T 5 , fa ‘ her - 1 had timed our arrival very 

was 1 h beCn SW ? rn in ' ° f course . the court 

nnlitwL ‘ WIVes of P e ers and bookmakers and 

P Then l^ m °a ° f them overdressed and over-scented. 

snhere of ^ and with his comin S the at mo- 

anxious str‘dn Z , charged with that sense of 

anxious strain peculiar to trials for murder It was rather 

Z wo e rs a e m ° SPhere ° f a Sick - r0 ° m in a — of fatafillness^ 
weSr U S° n Came “ to the dock Jooking under the 

By^ ~ “ sst 

b P «d £ 
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that the weapon had not been found. He had to, of 
course. 

Then Helston gave evidence of finding that Kelstem had 
been stabbed, and he and the other three men who had been 
with him in the hot room gave evidence of the quarrel they 
had overheard between Willoughton and the dead man, and 
that Willoughton came out of the hottest room scowling 
and obviously furious. One of them, a fussy old gentle¬ 
man of the name of Underwood, declared that it was the 
bitterest quarrel he had ever heard. None of the four of 
them could throw any light on the matter of whether 
Willoughton was carrying the missing weapon in the folds 
of the towel in which he was draped; all of them were 
sure that he had nothing in his hands. 

The medical evidence came next. In cross-examining 
the doctors who had made the autopsy, Hazeldean, Wil- 
ioughton’s counsel, established the fact quite definitely 
that the missing weapon was of a fair size; that its rounded 
blade must have been over half an inch in diameter and 
between three and four inches long. They were of the 
opinion that to drive a blade of that thickness into the 
heart a handle of at least four inches in length would be 
necessary to give a firm enough grip. They agreed that 
it might very well have been a piece of a steel, or iron, rod 
sharpened like a pencil. At any rate, it was certainly a 
sizable weapon, not one to be hidden quickly or to dis¬ 
appear wholly in a Turkish bath. Hazeldean could not 
shake their evidence about the tea-leaf; they were confident 
that it had been driven into the wound and cut in half by 
the blade of the missing weapon, and that went to show 
that the wound had been inflicted while Kelstem was 
drinking his tea. 

Detective-Inspector Brackett, who was in charge of the 
case, was cross-examined at great length about his search 
for the missing weapon. He made it quite clear that it 
was nowhere in that Turkish bath, neither in the hot 
rooms, nor the shampooing room, nor the dressing-rooms, 
nor the vestibule, nor the office. He had had the plunge 
bath emptied; he had searched the roofs, though it was 
practically certain that the skylight above the hot room, 
not the hottest, had been shut at the time of the crime. 
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In re-examination he scouted the idea of Willoughton’s 
having had an accomplice who had carried away the 
weapon for him. He had gone into that matter most 
carefully. 

The shampooer stated that Willoughton came to him 
scowling so savagely that he wondered what had put him 
into such a bad temper. In cross-examining him, Arbuth- 
not, Hazeldean’s junior, made it clearer than ever that, 
unless Willoughton had already hidden the weapon in the 
bare hottest room, it was hidden in the towel. Then he 
drew from the shampooer the definite statement that Wil¬ 
loughton had set down the towel beside the couch on which 
he was shampooed; that he had hurried back to the hot 
rooms in front of the shampooer; that the shampooer had 
come back from the hot rooms, leaving Willoughton still in 
them discussing the crime, to find the towel lying just as 
Willoughton had set it down, with no weapon in it and no 
trace of blood on it. 

Since the inspector had disposed of the possibility that 
an accomplice had slipped in, taken the weapon from the 
towel, and slipped out of the bath with it. this evidence 
really made it clear that the weapon had never left the 
hottest room. 


Then the prosecution called evidence of the bad terms 
on which Kelstem and Willoughton had been. Three well- 
known and influential men told the jury about Kelstern’s 
efforts to prejudice Willoughton in their eyes and the 

^ternents he had made about him. One of 

thfs and wm >?. 6 J? 1S a d ^ ty to teU Willoughton about 
this, and Vs flloughton had been very angry. Arbuthnot 

in cross-examining, elicited the fact that any damaging 

ablvdisro th ?H I K elS * t K rn < made about any one was consider 5 

the h,Vh» r e d by the fact that every one kne 'V him to be 
m the highest degree cantankerous. 

the shamDooefand^ 8 ** “!*? ° f the cross-examination of 
tne shampooer and dunng this evidence Ruth had been 

tofhec^mf‘Tib 8 t0 l00k im P atientl y at the entrance 
IS* t> f he were ex pectmg someone. Then iust 
summoned to the witneSi-box, there ca£ie £a 

c^^g P a 1 bS' eaded> ^ e y-^ earded man of about sixty, 
carrying a brown-paper parcel. His face was famili£ 
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to me, but I could not place him. He caught her eye 
and nodded to her. She breathed a sharp sigh of relief, 
and bent over and handed a letter she had in her hand to 
Willoughton's solicitor and pointed out the grey-bearded 
man to him. Then she went quietly to the witness-box. 

Hamley read the letter and at once bent over and handed 
it to Hazeldean and spoke to him. I caught a note of 
excitement in his hushed voice. Hazeldean read the letter 
and appeared to grow excited too. Hamley slipped out of 
his seat and went to the grey-bearded man, who was still 
standing just inside the door of the porch, and began to 
talk to him earnestly. 

Greatorex began to examine Ruth; and naturally I 
turned my attention to her. His examination was directed 
also to show on what bad terms Kelstem and Willoughton 
had been. Ruth was called on to tell the jury some of 
Kelstem's actual threats. Then he questioned Ruth about 
her own relations with Willoughton and the breaking off of 
the engagement and its infuriating effect on her father. She 
admitted that he had been very bitter about it, and had told 
her that he was resolved to do his best to do Willoughton in. 
I thought that she went out of her way to emphasize this 
resolve of Kelstem’s. It seemed to me likely to prejudice 
the jury still more against Willoughton, making them sym¬ 
pathize with a father’s righteous indignation, and making 
yet more obvious that he was a dangerous enemy. Yet she 
would not admit that her father was right in believing that 
Willoughton had jilted her. 

Hazeldean rose to cross-examine Ruth with a wholly con¬ 
fident air. He drew from her the fact that her father had 
been on excellent terms with Willoughton until the breaking 
off of the engagement. 

Then Hazeldean asked: ' Is it a fact that since the break¬ 
ing off of your engagement the prisoner has more than once 
begged you to forgive him and renew it ? ' 

‘ Four times,' said Ruth. 

‘And you refused? ' 

‘Yes,’ said Ruth. She looked at Willoughton queerly 

and added: ‘He wanted a lesson.’ 

The judge asked: ‘Did you intend, then, to forgive him 

ultimately? ’ 


THE TEA-LEAF 


127 


Ruth hesitated; then she rather evaded a direct answer; 
she scowled frankly at Willoughton, and said: 'Oh, well, 
there was no hurry. He would always marry me if I 
changed my mind and wanted to.' 

‘And did your father know this? ’ asked the judge. 

‘No. I didn’t tell him. I was angry with Mr. Wil¬ 
loughton,’ Ruth replied. 

There was a pause. Then Hazeldean started on a fresh 
line. 

In sympathetic accents he asked: ‘Is it a fact that your 
father was suffering from cancer in a painful form ? ’ 

‘ It was beginning to grow very painful,’ said Ruth sadly. 

‘ Did he make a will and put all his affairs in order a few 
days before he died ? ’ 

‘Three days,’ said Ruth. 

‘ Did he ever express an intention of committing suicide? ’ 

‘ He said that he would stick it out for a little while and 
then end it all,’ said Ruth. She paused and added: 'And 
that is what he did do.’ 

One might almost say that the court started. I think 
that every one in it moved a little, so that there was a kind 
of rustling murmur. 

‘Will you tell the court your reasons for that statement ? ' 
said Hazeldean. 


Ruth seemed to pull herself together—she was looking 
very tired then she began in a quiet, even voice: ‘ I never 
believed for a moment that Mr. Willoughton murdered my 
father If my father had murdered Mr. Willoughton it 
would have been-a different matter. Of course, like every¬ 
body else I puzzled over the weapon; what it was and where 
it had got to I did not believe that it was a pointed piece 

T.irkiQhK^ h StCe - r ° d ' H an y bod y had come to the 
™?sh bath meaning to murder my father and hide the 

!????“• th K ey woaldn t have used one so big and so difficult 

cJMS a hat "P m would have done just as weU and 
could be hidden much more easily. But what puzzled me 

most was the tea-leaf in the wound. All the other tS- 

iwf/ * ha * can ? e out of the flask were lying on the floor 
Brackett told me they were. And I couldn’t 
believe that one tea-leaf had fallen on to my father at the 
very place above his heart at which the pointof the weapon 
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had penetrated the skin and got driven in by it. It was 
too much of a coincidence for me to swallow. But I got 
no nearer understanding it than any one else.’ 

She paused to ask if she might have a glass of water, for 
she had been up all night and was very tired. It was 
brought to her. 

Then she went on in the same quiet voice: 'Of course, I 
remembered that dad had talked of putting an end to it; 
but no one with a wound like that could get up and hide 
the weapon. So it was impossible that he had committed 
suicide. Then, the night before last, I dreamt that I went 
into the laboratory and saw a piece of steel rod, pointed, 
lying on the table at which my father used to work.’ 

'Dreams!' murmured Greatorex, a trifle pettishly, as if 
he was not pleased with the way things were going. 

‘I didn’t think much of the dream, of course,’ Ruth went 
on. ‘ I had been puzzling about it all so hard for so long 
that it was only natural to dream about it. But after 
breakfast I had a sudden feeling that the secret was in the 
laboratory if I could only find it. I did not attach any 
importance to the feeling; but it went on growing stronger; 
and after lunch I went to the laboratory and began to hunt. 

‘ I looked through all the drawers and could find nothing. 
Then I went round the room looking at everything and into 
everything, instruments and retorts and tubes and so on. 
Then I went into the middle of the floor and looked slowly 
round the room pretty hard. Against the wall, near the 
door, lying ready to be taken away, was a gas cylinder. I 
rolled it over to see what gas had been in it and found no 
label on it.' 

She paused to look round the court as if claiming its best 
attention; then she went on: 'Now that was very queer, 
because every gas cylinder must have a label on it—so many 
gases are dangerous. I turned on the tap of the cylinder 
and nothing came out of it. It was quite empty. Then I 
went to the book in which all the things which come in are 
entered, and found that ten days before dad died he had 
had a cylinder of C 0 2 and seven pounds of ice. Also he 
had had seven pounds of ice every day till the day of his 
death. It was the ice and the CO» together that gave me 
the idea. C 0 2 , carbon dioxide, has a very low freezing- 
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point—eighty degrees centigrade—and as it comes out of 
the cylinder and mixes with the air it turns into very fine 
snow; and that snow, if you compress it, makes the hardest 
and toughest ice possible. It flashed on me that dad could 
have collected this snow and forced it into a mould and 
made a weapon that would not only inflict that wound but 
would evaporate very quickly! Indeed, in that heat you'd 
have to see the wound inflicted to know what had done it.’ 

She paused again to look round the court at about as rapt 
a lot of faces as any narrator could desire. Then she went 
on: ‘ I knew that that was what he had done. I knew it for 
certain. Carbon dioxide ice would make a hard, tough 
dagger, and it would evaporate quickly in the hottest room 
of a Turkish bath and leave no smell because it is scentless. 
So there wouldn’t be any weapon. And it explained the 
tea-leaf, too. Dad had made a carbon dioxide dagger per¬ 
haps a week before he used it, perhaps only a day. And he 
had put it into the thermos flask as soon as he had made it. 
The thermos flask keeps out the heat as well as the cold, you 
know. But to make sure that it couldn't melt at all, he 
kept the flask in ice till he was ready to use the dagger. 
It's the only way you can explain that tea-leaf. It came 
out of the flask sticking to the point of the dagger and was 
driven into the wound!' 


She paused again, and one might almost say that the 
court heaved a deep sigh of relief. 

‘ Bu * why didn’t you go straight to the police with this 
theory? asked the judge. 

But that wouldn’t have been any good,' she protested 
quickly It was no use my knowing it myself; I had to 
make other people believe it; I had to find evidence. I 

t ?xnk U 5 lt r f ° r lL 1 felt in m y bones that there was 
1 wanted was the mould in which dad com- 

ITfound k?' Carbon dloxlde sn ow and made the dagger. 

Wfllon^f e ^ ed A he W ? rds in a tone of trium Ph and smiled at 

• V 1611 f b \ went on: ‘ At least, I found bits of it. 

scrans o b f 7^ 1Ch we J used to throw odds and ends, 

tube? i Ch ^’ damaged instruments, and broken test- 

f d S i? me p,eces of ^canite; and I saw at once 
that they were bits of a vulcanite container. I took some 
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wax and rolled it into a rod about the right size, and then 
I pieced the container together on the outside of it—at least 
most of it—there are some small pieces missing. It took 
me nearly all night. But I found the most important bit 
—the pointed end \ ’ 

She dipped her hand into her handbag and drew out a 
black object about nine inches long and three-quarters of 
an inch thick, and held it up for every one to see. 

Someone, without thinking, began to clap; and there 
came a storm of applause that drowned the voice of the 
clerk calling for order. 

When the applause died down, Hazeldean, who never 
misses the right moment, said: ‘I have no more questions 
to ask the witness, my lord,' and sat down. 

That action seemed to clinch it in my eyes, and I have 
no doubt it clinched it in the eyes of the jury. 

The judge leant forward and said to Ruth in a rather 
shocked voice: ‘Do you expect the jury to believe that 
a well-known man like your father died in the act of de¬ 
liberately setting a trap to hang the prisoner? ’ 

Ruth looked at him, shrugged her shoulders, and said, 
with a calm acceptance of the facts of human nature one 
would expect to find only in a much older woman: ‘Oh, 
well, daddy was like that. And he certainly believed he 
had very good reasons for killing Mr. Willoughton.’ 

There was that in her tone and manner which made it 
absolutely certain that Kelstern was not only like that, 
but that he had acted according to his nature. 

Greatorex did not re-examine Ruth; he conferred with 
Hazeldean. Then Hazeldean rose to open the case for the 
defence. He said that he would not waste the time of the 
court, and that, in view of the fact that Miss Kelstern had 
solved the problem of her father’s death, he would only call 
one witness, Professor Mozley. 

The grey-headed, grey-bearded, stooping man, who had 
come to the court so late, went into the witness-box. Of 
course his face had been familiar to me; I had seen his 
portrait in the newspapers a dozen times. He still carried 
the brown-paper parcel. 

In answer to Hazeldean's questions he stated that it was 
possible, not even difficult, to make a weapon of carbon 
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dioxide hard enough and tough enough and sharp enough 
to inflict such a wound as that which had caused Kelstern’s 
death. The method of making it was to fold a piece of 
chamois leather into a bag, hold that bag with the left 
hand, protected by a glove, over the nozzle of a cylinder 
containing liquid carbon dioxide, and open the valve with 
the right hand. Carbon dioxide evaporates so quickly that 
its freezing-point, eighty degrees centigrade, is soon reached; 
and it solidifies in the chamois-leather bag as a deposit of 
carbon dioxide snow. Then turn off the gas, spoon that 
snow into a vulcanite container of the required thickness, 
and ram it down with a vulcanite plunger into a rod of the 
required hardness. He added that it was advisable to pack 
the container in ice while filling it and ramming down the 
snow. Then put the rod into a thermos flask; and keep it 
till it is needed. 

‘And you have made such a rod? ’ said Hazeldean. 

'Yes/ said the professor, cutting the string of the brown- 
paper parcel. ‘When Miss Kelstern hauled me out of bed 
at half-past seven this morning to tell me her discoveries, 
I perceived at once that she had found the solution of the 
problem of her father’s death, which had puzzled me con¬ 
siderably. I had breakfast quickly and got to work to 
make such a weapon myself for the satisfaction of the court. 
Here it is.’ 

He drew a thermos flask from the brown paper, unscrewed 
the top of it, and inverted it. There dropped into his gloved 
hand a white rod, with a faint sparkle to it, about eight 
inches long. He held it out for the jury to see, and said: 

' This carbon dioxide ice is the hardest and toughest ice 

we know of; and I have no doubt that Mr. Kelstern killed 

himself with a similar rod. The difference between the rod 

he used and this is that his rod was pointed. I had no 

pointed vulcanite container; but the container that Miss 

Kelstern pieced together is pointed. Doubtless Mr. Kel- 

stem had it specially made, probably by Messrs. Hawkins 
and Spender.’ 

He dropped the rod back into the thermos flask and 
screwed on the top. 

Hazeldean sat down, Greatorex rose. 

With regard to the point of the rod, Professor Mozley, 
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would it remain sharp long enough to pierce the skin in 
that heat?' he asked. 

‘In my opinion it would,’ said the professor. ‘I have 
been considering that point, and bearing in mind the facts 
that Mr. Kelstern would from his avocation be very deft 
with his hands, and being a scientific man would know 
exactly what to do, he would have the rod out of the flask 
and the point in position in very little more than a second 
—perhaps less. He would, I think, hold it in his left hand 
and drive it home by striking the butt of it hard with his 
right. The whole thing would not take him two seconds. 
Besides, if the point of the weapon had melted the tea-leaf 
would have fallen off it.' 

‘Thank you,' said Greatorex, and turned and conferred 
with the Crown solicitors. 

Then he said: ‘We do not propose to proceed with the 
case, my lord.’ 

The foreman of the jury rose quickly and said: ‘And the 
jury doesn’t want to hear anything more, my lord. We 're 
quite satisfied that the prisoner isn’t guilty.' 

‘Very good,' said the judge, and he put the question 
formally to the jury, who returned a verdict of' Not guilty.' 
He discharged Willoughton. 

I came out of the court with Ruth and we waited for 
Willoughton. 

Presently he came out of the door and stopped and shook 
himself. Then he saw Ruth and came to her. They did 
not greet one another. She just slipped her hand through 
his arm; and they walked out of the New Bailey together. 

We made a good deal of noise, cheering them. 
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to die. Somewhere within a hundred yards of him another 
man was walking: a man much like Mr. Whybrow and 
much like any other man, but without the only quality 
that enables mankind to live peaceably together and not as 
madmen in a jungle. A man with a dead heart eating into 
itself and bringing forth the foul organisms that arise from 
death and corruption. And that thing in man’s shape, on a 
whim or a settled idea—one cannot know—had said within 
himself that Mr. Whybrow should never taste another 
herring. Not that Mr. Whybrow had injured him. Not 
that he had any dislike of Mr. Whybrow. Indeed, he knew 
nothing of him save as a familiar figure about the streets. 
But, moved by a force that had taken possession of his 
empty cells, he had picked on Mr. Whybrow with that 
blind choice that makes us pick one restaurant table that 
has nothing to mark it from four or five other tables, or one 
apple from a dish of half a dozen equal apples; or that 
dnves Nature to send a cyclone upon one corner of this 
planet, and destroy five hundred lives in that corner, and 
leave another five hundred in the same corner unharmed. 
So this man had picked on Mr. Whybrow, as he might have 
picked on you or me, had we been within his daily observa¬ 
tion; and even now he was creeping through the blue-toned 
streets, nursing his large white hands, moving ever closer 
to Mr. Whybrow’s tea-table, and so closer to Mr. Whybrow 
himself. 


He wasn t, this man, a bad man. Indeed, he had many 
of the social and amiable qualities, and passed as a respect¬ 
able man, as most successful criminals do. But the thought 
had come into his mouldering mind that he would like to 
murder somebody, and, as he held no fear of God or man, 
he was going to do it, and would then go home to his tea. I 
don t say that flippantly, but as a statement of fact. Strange 
as it may seem to the humane, murderers must and do sit 
i V1 ?J : 'omcals after a murder. There is no reason why they 
shouldn t, and many reasons why they should. For one 
thmg they need to keep their physical and mental vitality 
flF” be j ^ t for the business of covering their crime. For 
another the strain of their effort makes them hungry, and 
satisfaction at the accomplishment of a desired thing brings 

e *F9zf °* reaxa * lon tow ^rds human pleasures. It is 
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accepted among non - murderers that the murderer is 
always overcome by fear for his safety and horror at his act; 
but this type is rare. His own safety is, of course, his im¬ 
mediate concern, but vanity is a marked quality of most 
murderers, and that, together with the thrill of conquest, 
makes him confident that he can secure it, and when he 
has restored his strength with food he goes about securing 
it as a young hostess goes about the arranging of her first 
big dinner—a little anxious, but no more. Criminologists 
and detectives tell us that every murderer, however intelli¬ 
gent or cunning, always makes one slip in his tactics—one 
little slip that brings the affair home to him. But that is 
only half true. It is true only of the murderers who are 
caught. Scores of murderers are not caught: therefore 
scores of murderers do not make any mistake at all. Thi^ 
man didn’t. 

As for horror or remorse, prison chaplains, doctors, and 
lawyers have told us that of murderers they have inter¬ 
viewed under condemnation and the shadow of death, only 
one here and there has expressed any contrition for his act, 
or shown any sign of mental misery. Most of them display 
only exasperation at having been caught when so many 
have gone undiscovered, or indignation at being con¬ 
demned for a perfectly reasonable act. However normal 
and humane they may have been before the murder, they 
are utterly without conscience after it. For what is con¬ 
science? Simply a polite nickname for superstition, which 
is a polite nickname for fear. Those who associate remorse 
with murder are, no doubt, basing their ideas on the world- 
legend of the remorse of Cain, or are projecting their own 
frail minds into the mind of the murderer, and getting 
false reactions. Peaceable folk cannot hope to make contact 
with this mind, for they are not merely different in mental 
type from the murderer: they are different in their personal 
chemistry and construction. Some men can and do kill, 
not one man, but two or three, and go calmly about their 
daily affairs. Other men could not, under the most agoniz¬ 
ing provocation, bring themselves even to wound. It is 
men of this sort who imagine the murderer in torments of 
remorse and fear of the law, whereas he is actually sitting 
down to his tea. 
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The man with the large white hands was as ready for his 
tea as Mr. Whybrow was, but he had something to do 
before he went to it. When he had done that something, 
and made no mistake about it, he would be even more 
ready for it, and would go to it as comfortably as he went 
to it the day before, when his hands were stainless. 


Walk on, then Mr. Whybrow, walk on; and as you walk, 
look your last upon the familiar features of your nightly 
journey. Follow your jack-o’-lantern tea-table. Look well 
upon its warmth and colour and kindness; feed your eyes 
with it, and tease your nose with its gentle domestic odours; 
for you will never sit down to it. Within ten minutes’ pacing 
of you a pursuing phantom has spoken in his heart, and 
you are doomed. There you go—you and phantom—two 
nebulous dabs of mortality, moving through green air along 
pavements of powder-blue, the one to kill, the other to be 
killed. Walk on. Don’t annoy your burning feet by hurry¬ 
ing, for the more slowly you walk, the longer you will 
breathe the green air of this January dusk, and see the 
dreamy lamplight and the little shops, and hear the agree¬ 
able commerce of the London crowd and the haunting 
pathos of the street-organ. These things are dear to you, 
Mr. Whybrow. You don’t know it now, but in fifteen 
minutes you will have two seconds in which to realize how 
inexpressibly dear they are. 

Walk on, then, across this crazy chess-board. You are in 
Lagos Street now, among the tents of the wanderers of 
Eastern Europe. A minute or so, and you are in Loyal 
Lane, among the lodging-houses that shelter the useless and 
the beaten of London’s camp-followers. The lane holds the 
smell of them, and its soft darkness seems heavy with the 
wail of the futile. But you are not sensitive to impalpable 
things, and you plod through it, unseeing, as you do every 
evening, and come to Blean Street, and plod through that. 
F rom basement to sky rise the tenements of an alien colony. 

WS Sl ^ the ebon y of their walls with lemon. 

fnr™ Tw OSe wlI \ do f W T S stran S e Ufe is moving, dressed with 
forms that are not of London or of England, yet, in essence 

f. greeable life th at you have been living, and to¬ 
night will live no more. From high above you comes a voice 
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crooning The Song of Katta. Through a window you see 
a family keeping a religious rite. Through another you see 
a woman pouring out tea for her husband. You see a man 
mending a pair of boots; a mother bathing her baby. You 
have seen all these things before, and never noticed them. 
You do not notice them now, but if you knew that you were 
never going to see them again, you would notice them. You 
never will see them again, not because your life has run its 
natural course, but because a man whom you have often 
passed in the street has at his own solitary pleasure decided 
to usurp the awful authority of nature, and destroy you. So 
perhaps it's as well that you don’t notice them, for your 
part in them is ended. No more for you these pretty 
moments of our earthly travail: only one moment of 
terror, and then a plunging darkness. 

Closer to you this shadow of massacre moves, and now 
he is twenty yards behind you. You can hear his footfalls, 
but you do not turn your head. You are familiar with foot¬ 
falls. You are in London, in the easy security of your daily 
territory, and footfalls behind you, your instinct tells you, 
are no more than a message of human company. 

But can’t you hear something in those footfalls—some¬ 
thing that goes with a widdershins beat? Something that 
says: Look out, look out. Beware, beware. Can’t you hear the 
very syllables of murd-er-er, murd-er-cr ? No; there is nothing 
in footfalls. They are neutral. The foot of villainy falls 
with the same quiet note as the foot of honesty. But those 
footfalls, Mr. Whybrow, are bearing on to you a pair of 
hands, and there is something in hands. Behind you that 
pair of hands is even now stretching its muscles in prepara¬ 
tion for your end. Every minute of your days you have 
been seeing human hands. Have you ever realized the 
sheer horror of hands—those appendages that are a symbol 
for our moments of trust and affection and salutation? 
Have you thought of the sickening potentialities that lie 
within the scope of that five-tentacled member? No, you 
never have; for all the human hands that you have seen 
have been stretched to you in kindness or fellowship. Yet, 
though the eyes can hate, and the lips can sting, it is only 
that dangling member that can gather the accumulated 
essence of evil, and electrify it into currents of destruction. 
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Satan may enter into man by many doors, but in the hands 
alone can he find the servants of his will. 

Another minute, Mr. Whybrow, and you will know all 
about the horror of human h^nds. 

You are nearly home nov^. You have turned into your 
street—Caspar Street—and you are in the centre of the 
chess-board. You can see the front window of your little 
four-roomed house. The street is dark, and its three lamps 
give only a smut of light that is more confusing than dark¬ 
ness. It is dark—empty, too. Nobody about; no lights in 
the front parlours of the houses, for the families are at tea in 
their kitchens; and only a random glow in a few upper 
rooms occupied by lodgers. Nobody about but you and 
your following companion, and you don’t notice him. You 
see him so often that he is never seen. Even if you turned 
your head and saw him, you would only say ‘ Good evening' 
to him, and walk on. A suggestion that he was a possible 
murderer would not even make you laugh. It would be 
too silly. 

And now you are at your gate. And now you have found 
your door key. And now you are in, and hanging up your 
hat and coat. The Missis has just called a greeting from 
the kitchen, whose smell is an echo of that greeting (herring!) 
and you have answered it, when the door shakes under a 
sharp knock. 

Go away, Mr. Whybrow. Go away from that door. 
Don’t touch it. Get right away from it. Get out of the 
house. Run with the Missis to the back garden, and over 
the fence. Or call the neighbours. But don’t touch that 
door. Don’t, Mr. Whybrow, don’t open . . . 

Mr. Whybrow opened the door. 


That was the beginning of what became known as Lon¬ 
don s Strangling Horrors. Horrors they were called because 
they were something more than murders: they were motive¬ 
less, and there was an air of black magic about them. Each 
murder was committed at a time when the street where the 
bodies were found was empty of any perceptible or possible 
murderer. There would be an empty alley. There would 
e a pohceman at its end. He would turn his back on the 
empty alley for less than a minute. Then he would look 
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round and run into the night with news of another strang¬ 
ling. And in any direction he looked nobody to be seen 
and no report to be had of anybody being seen. Or he 
would be on duty in a long quiet street, and suddenly be 
called to a house of dead people whom a few seconds earlier 
he had seen alive. And, again, whichever way he looked 
nobody to be seen; and although police whistles put an 
immediate cordon around the area, and all houses were 
searched, no possible murderer to be found. 

The first news of the murder of Mr. and Mrs. Whybrow 
was brought by the station sergeant. He had been walking 
through Caspar Street on his way to the station for duty, 
when he noticed the open door of No. 98. Glancing in, he 
saw by the gaslight of the passage a motionless body on the 
floor. After a second look he blew his whistle, and when 
the constables answered him he took one to join him in a 
search of the house, and sent others to watch all neighbour¬ 
ing streets, and make inquiries at adjoining houses. But 
neither in the house nor in the streets was anything found 
to indicate the murderer. Neighbours on either side, and 
opposite, were questioned, but they had seen nobody about, 
and had heard nothing. One had heard Mr. Whybrow 
come home—the scrape of his latchkey in the door was so 
regular an evening sound, he said, that you could set your 
watch by it for half-past six—but he had heard nothing 
more than the sound of the opening door until the sergeant’s 
whistle. Nobody had been seen to enter the house or leave 
it, by front or back, and the necks of the dead people carried 
no finger-prints or other traces. A nephew was called in to 
go over the house, but he could find nothing missing; and 
anyway his uncle possessed nothing worth stealing. The 
little money in the house was untouched, and there were no 
signs of any disturbance of the property, or even of struggle. 
No signs of anything but brutal and wanton murder. 

Mr. Whybrow was known to neighbours and work-mates 
as a quiet, likeable, home-loving man; such a man as could 
not have any enemies. But, then, murdered men seldom 
have. A relentless enemy who hates a man to the point of 
wanting to hurt him seldom wants to murder him, since to 
do that puts him beyond suffering. So the police were left 
with an impossible situation: no clue to the murderer and 
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no motive for the murders; only the fact that they had 
been done. 

The first news of the affair sent a tremor through London 
generally, and an electric thrill through all Mallon End. 
Here was murder of two inoffensive people, not for gain 
and not for revenge; and the murderer, to whom, appar¬ 
ently, killing was a casual impulse, was at large. He had 
left no traces, and, provided he had no companions, there 
seemed no reason why he should not remain at large. Any 
clear-headed man who stands alone, and has no fear of 
God or man, can, if he chooses, hold a city, even a nation, 
in subjection; but your everyday criminal is seldom clear¬ 
headed, and dislikes being lonely. He needs, if not the 
support of confederates, at least somebody to talk to; his 
vanity needs the satisfaction of perceiving at first hand the 
effect of his work. For this he will frequent bars and 
coffee-shops and other public places. Then, sooner or 
later, in a glow of comradeship, he will utter the one word 
too much; and the nark, who is everywhere, has an easy job. 

But though the doss-houses and saloons and other places 
were ‘combed’ and set with watches, and it was made 
known by whispers that good money and protection were 
assured to those with information, nothing attaching to the 
Whybrow case could be found. The murderer clearly had 
no friends and kept no company. Known men of this type 
were called up and questioned, but each was able to give a 
good acount of himself; and in a few days the police were 
at a dead end. Against the constant public gibe that the 
thing had been done almost under their noses, they became 
restive, and for four days each man of the force was work¬ 
ing his daily beat under a strain. On the fifth day they 
became still more restive. 

It was the season of annual teas and entertainments for 
the children of the Sunday Schools, and on an evening of 

ii . . . i. . was a world of groping phantoms, a 
small girl, in the bravery of best Sunday frock and shoes, 
shining face and new-washed hair, set out from Logan 
Passage for St. Michael’s Parish Hall. She never got there. 
She was not actually dead until half-past six, but she was 
as good as dead from the moment she left her mother's 
door. Somebody like a man, pacing the street from which 
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the Passage led, saw her come out; and from that moment 
she was dead. Through the fog somebody’s large white 
hands reached after her, and in fifteen minutes they were 
about her. 

At half-past six a whistle screamed trouble, and those 
answering it found the body of little Nellie Vrinoff in a 
warehouse entry in Minnow Street. The sergeant was first 
among them, and he posted his men to useful points, order¬ 
ing them here and there in the tart tones of repressed rage, 
and berating the officer whose beat the street was. ‘ I saw 
you, Magson, at the end of the lane. What were you up to 
there? You were there ten minutes before you turned.’ 
Magson began an explanation about keeping an eye on a 
suspicious-looking character at that end, but the sergeant 
cut him short: ‘Suspicious characters be damned. You 
don’t want to look for suspicious characters. You want to 
look for murderers. Messing about. . . and then this happens 
right where you ought to be. Now think what they '11 say.' 

With the speed of ill news came the crowd, pale and 
perturbed; and on the story that the unknown monster had 
appeared again, and this time to a child, their faces streaked 
the fog with spots of hate and horror. But then came the 
ambulance and more police, and swiftly they broke up the 
crowd; and as it broke the sergeant's thought was thickened 
into words, and from all sides came low murmurs of ' Right 
under their noses.’ Later inquiries showed that four people 
of the district, above suspicion, had passed that entry at 
intervals of seconds before the murder, and seen nothing 
and heard nothing. None of them had passed the child 
alive or seen her dead. None of them had seen anybody in 
the street except themselves. Again the police were left 
with no motive and with no clue. 

And now the district, as you will remember, was given 
over, not to panic, for the London public never yields to 
that, but to apprehension and dismay. If these things were 
happening in their familiar streets, then anything might 
happen. Wherever people met—in the streets, the markets 
and the shops—they debated the one topic. Women took 
to bolting their windows and doors at the first fall of dusk. 
They kept their children closely under their eye. They did 
their shopping before dark, and watched anxiously, while 
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pretending they weren't watching, for the return of their 
husbands from work. Under the Cockney’s semi-humorous 
resignation to disaster, they hid an hourly foreboding. By 
the whim of one man with a pair of hands the structure 
and tenor of their daily life were shaken, as they always 
can be shaken by any man contemptuous of humanity and 
fearless of its laws. They began to realize that the pillars 
that supported the peaceable society in which they lived 
were mere straws that anybody could snap; that laws were 
powerful only so long as they were obeyed; that the police 
were potent only so long as they were feared. By the power 
of his hands this one man had made a whole community 
do something new: he had made it think, and left it gasping 
at the obvious. 


And then, while it was yet gasping under his first two 
strokes, he made his third. Conscious of the horror that his 
hands had created, and hungry as an actor who has once 
tasted the thrill of the multitude, he made fresh advertise¬ 
ment of his presence; and on Wednesday morning, three 
days after the murder of the child, the papers carried to 
the breakfast-tables of England the story of a still more 
shocking outrage. 

At 9.32 on Tuesday night a constable was on duty in 
Jamigan Road, and at that time spoke to a fellow-officer 
named Peterson at the top of Clemming Street. He had 
seen this officer walk down that street. He could swear 
that the street was empty at that time, except for a lame 
boot-black whom he knew by sight, and who passed him 
and entered a tenement on the side opposite that on which 
his fellow-officer was walking. He had the habit, as all 
constables had just then, of looking constantly behind him 
and around him, whichever way he was walking, and he 
was certain that the street was empty. He passed his 
sergeant at 9.33, saluted him, and answered his inquiry for 
anything seen. He reported that he had seen nothing, and 
passed on. His beat ended at a short distance from Clem- 
mmg Street, and, having paced it, he turned and came 
£34 to the top of the street. He had scarcely 
reached it before he heard the hoarse voice of the sergeant: 

Gregory You there? Quick. Here’s another* My 
Ood, it s Peterson! Garrotted. Quick, call ’em up!' 
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That was the third of the Strangling Horrors, of which 
there were to be a fourth and a fifth; and the five horrors 
were to pass into the unknown and unknowable. That is, 
unknown as far as authority and the public were con¬ 
cerned. The identity of the murderer was known, but to 
two men only. One was the murderer himself; the other 
was a young journalist. 

This young man, who was covering the affairs for his 
paper, the Daily Torch, was no smarter than the other 
zealous newspaper men who were hanging about these by¬ 
ways in the hope of a sudden story. But he was patient, 
and he hung a little closer to the case than the other fellows, 
and by continually staring at it he at last raised the figure 
of the murderer like a genie from the stones on which he 
had stood to do his murders. 

After the first few days the men had given up any attempt 
at exclusive stories, for there was none to be had. They met 
regularly at the police station, and what little information 
there was they shared. The officials were agreeable to 
them, but no more. The sergeant discussed with them the 
details of each murder; suggested possible explanations of 
the man’s methods; recalled from the past those cases that 
had some similarity; and on the matter of motive reminded 
them of the motiveless Neil Cream and the wanton John 
Williams, and hinted that work was being done which 
would soon bring the business to an end; but about that 
work he would not say a word. The inspector, too, was 
gracefully garrulous on the theme of murder, but whenever 
one of the party edged the talk towards what was being 
done in this immediate matter, he glided past it. Whatever 
the officials knew, they were not giving it to newspaper 
men. The business had fallen heavily upon them, and only 
by a capture made by their own efforts could they rehabili¬ 
tate themselves in official and public esteem. Scotland 
Yard, of course, was at work, and had all the station's 
material; but the station’s hope was that they themselves 
would have the honour of settling the affair; and however 
useful the co-operation of the Press might be in other cases 
they did not want to risk a defeat by a premature disclosure 
of their theories and plans. 

So the sergeant talked at large, and propounded one 
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interesting theory after another, all of which the newspaper 
men had thought of themselves. 

The young man soon gave up these morning lectures on 
the Philosophy of Crime, and took to wandering about the 
streets and making bright stories out of the effect of the 
murders on the normal life of the people. A melancholy 
job made more melancholy by the district. The littered 
roadways, the crestfallen houses, the bleared windows— 
all held the acid misery that evokes no sympathy: the 
misery of the frustrated poet. The misery was the creation 
of the aliens, who were living in this makeshift fashion be¬ 
cause they had no settled homes, and would neither take 
the trouble to make a home where they could settle, nor get 
on with their wandering. 

There was little to be picked up. All he saw and heard 
were indignant faces and wild conjectures of the murderer's 
identity and of the secret of his trick of appearing and dis¬ 
appearing unseen. Since a policeman himself had fallen a 
victim, denunciations of the force had ceased, and the un¬ 
known was now invested with a cloak of legend. Men eyed 
other men, as though thinking: It might be him. It might 
be him. They were no longer looking for a man who had 
the air of a Madame Tussaud murderer; they were looking 
for a man, or perhaps some harridan woman, who had 
done these particular murders. Their thoughts ran mainly 
on 1 the foreign set. Such ruffianism could scarcely belong 
to England, nor could the bewildering cleverness of the 
thing. So they turned to Rumanian gipsies and Turkish 
carpet-sellers. There, clearly, would be found the 'warm' 
spot. These Eastern fellows—they knew all sorts of tricks, 
and they had no real religion—nothing to hold them within 
bounds. Sailors returning from those parts had told tales 
of conjurors who made themselves invisible; and there were 
tales of Egyptian and Arab potions that were used for 
abysmally queer purposes. Perhaps it was possible to them; 
you never knew. They were so slick and cunning, and they 
had such gliding movements; no Englishman could melt 
away as they could. Almost certainly the murderer would 
be found to be one of that sort—with some dark trick of 
his own and just because they were sure that he was a 
magician, they felt that it was useless to look for him. He 
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was a power, able to hold them in subjection and to hold 
himself untouchable. Superstition, which so easily cracks 
the frail shell of reason, had got into them. He could do 
anything he chose; he would never be discovered. These 
two points they settled, and they went about the streets in 
a mood of resentful fatalism. 


They talked of their ideas to the journalist in half-tones, 
looking right and left, as though HE might overhear them 
and visit them. And though all the district was thinking of 
him and ready to pounce upon him, yet, so strongly had he 
worked upon them, that if any man in the street—say, a 
small man of commonplace features and form—had cried 
‘I am the monster!’ would their'stifled fury have broken 
into flood and have borne him down and engulfed him? 
Or would they not suddenly have seen something unearthly 
in that everyday face and figure, something unearthly in 
his everyday boots, something unearthly about his hat, 
something that marked him as one whom none of their 
weapons could alarm or pierce? And would they not 
momentarily have fallen back from this devil, as the devil 
fell back from the cross made by the sword of Faust, and 
so have given him time to escape? I do not know; but so 
fixed was their belief in his invincibility that it is at least 
likely that they would have made this hesitation, had such 
al^ occasiou arisen. But it never did. To-day this common- 
'f 5 lac£yfeUow, his murder-lust glutted, is still seen and ob- 
•'^erved/among them as he was seen and observed all the 
I time? out because nobody then dreamt, or now dreams, 
Mihat he was what he was, they observed him then, and 
observe him now, as people observe a lamp-post. 

Almost was their belief in his invincibility justified; for 
five days after the murder of the policeman Petersen, when 
tlie experience and inspiration of the whole detective force 
of London were turned towards his identification and 
capture, he made his fourth and fifth strokes. 

At nine o'clock that evening, the young newspaper man, 


who hung about every night until his paper was away, was 
strolling along Richards Lane. Richards Lane is a narrow 
street, partly a stall-market, and partly residential. The 
young man was in tlie residential section, which carries on 


one side small working-class cottages, and on the other the 
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wall of a railway goods yard. The great wall hung a blanket 
of shadow over the lane, and the shadow and the cadaverous 
outline of the now deserted market stalls gave it the appear¬ 
ance of a living lane that had been turned to frost in the 
moment between breath and death. The very lamps, that 
elsewhere were nimbuses of gold, had here the rigidity of 
gems. The journalist, feeling this message of frozen eternity, 
was telling himself that he was tired of the whole thing, 
when in one stroke the frost was broken. In the moment 
between one pace and another silence and darkness were 
racked by a high scream and through the scream a voice: 

‘Help! help! He's here!' 

Before he could think what movement to make, the lane 
came to life. As though its invisible populace had been 
waiting on that cry, the door of every cottage was flung 
open, and from them and from the alleys poured shadow}' 
figures bent in question-mark form. For a second or so 
they stood as rigid as the lamps; then a police whistle gave 
them direction, and the flock of shadows sloped up the 
street. The journalist followed them, and others followed 
him. From the main street and from surrounding streets 
they came, some risen from unfinished suppers, some dis¬ 
turbed in their ease of slippers and shirt-sleeves, some 
stumbling on infirm limbs, and some upright, and armed 
with pokers or the tools of their trade. Here and there 
above the wavering cloud of heads moved the bold helmets 
of policemen. In one dim mass they surged upon a cottage 
whose doorway was marked by the sergeant and two con¬ 
stables; and voices of those behind urged them on with 
‘Get in! Find him! Run round the back 1 Over the wall!’ 
and those in front cried: ‘ Keep back! Keep back!' 

And now the fury of a mob held in thrall by unknown 
peril broke loose. He was here—on the spot. Surely this 
time he could not escape. All minds were bent upon the 
cottage; all energies thrust towards its doors and windows 
and roof; all thought.was turned upon one unknown man 
and his extermination. So that no one man saw any other 
man. No man saw the narrow, packed lane and the mass 
of struggling shadows, and all forgot to look among thefn- 
se * v ®p * or monster who never lingered upon his victims. 
All forgot, indeed, that they, by their mass crusade of 
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vengeance, were affording him the perfect hiding-place. 
They saw only the house, and they heard only the rending 
of woodwork and the smash of glass at back and front, and 
the police giving orders or crying with the chase; and they 
pressed on. 

But they found no murderer. All they found was news 
of murder and a glimpse of the ambulance, and for their 
fury there was no other object than the police themselves, 
who fought against this hampering of their work. 

The journalist managed to struggle through to the cot¬ 
tage door, and to get the story from the constable stationed 
there. The cottage was the home of a pensioned sailor and 
his wife and daughter. They had been at supper, and at 
first it appeared that some noxious gas had smitten all 
three in mid-action. The daughter lay dead on the hearth¬ 
rug, with a piece of bread and butter in her hand. The 
father had fallen sideways from his chair, leaving on his 
plate a filled spoon of rice-pudding. The mother lay half 
under the table, her lap filled with the pieces of a broken 
cup and splashes of cocoa. But in three seconds the idea of 
gas was dismissed. One glance at their necks showed that 
this was the Strangler again; and the police stood and 
looked at the room and momentarily shared the fatalism 
of the public. They were helpless. 

This was his fourth visit, making seven murders in all. 
He was to do, as you know, one more—and to do it that 
night; and then he was to pass into history as the unknown 
London horror, and return to the decent life that he had 
always led, remembering little of what he had done, and 
worried not at all by the memory. Why did he stop? In¬ 
possible to say. Why did he begin ? Impossible again. It 
just happened like that; and if he thinks at all of those days 
and nights, I surmise that he thinks of them as we think of 
foolish or dirty little sins that we committed in childhood. 
We say that they were not really sins, because we were not 
then consciously ourselves: we had not come to realization; 
and we look back at that foolish little creature that we once 
were, and forgive him because he didn't know. So, I think, 
with this man. 

There are plenty like him. Eugene Aram, after the mur¬ 
der of Daniel Clark, lived a quiet, contented life for fourteen 
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years, unhaunted by his crime and unshaken in his self¬ 
esteem. Dr. Crippen murdered his wife, and then lived 
pleasantly with his mistress in the house under whose floor 
he had buried his wife. Constance Kent, found Not Guilty 
of the murder of her young brother, led a peaceful life for 
five years before she confessed. George Joseph Smith and 
William Palmer lived amiably among their fellows un¬ 
troubled by fear or by remorse for their poisonings and 
drownings. Charles Peace, at the time he made his one 
unfortunate essay, had settled down into a respectable 
citizen with an interest in antiques. It happened that, 
after a lapse of time, these men were discovered, but more 
murderers than we guess are living decent lives to-day, and 
will die in decency, undiscovered and unsuspected. As this 
man will. 

But he had a narrow escape, and it was perhaps this 
narrow escape that brought him to a stop. The escape was 
due to an error of judgment on the part of the journalist. 

As soon as he had the full story of the affair, which took 
some time, he spent fifteen minutes on the telephone, send¬ 
ing the story through, and at the end of the fifteen minutes, 
when the stimulus of the business had left him, he felt 
physically tired and mentally dishevelled. He was not 
yet free to go home; the paper would not go away for 
another hour; so he turned into a bar for a drink and 
some sandwiches. 

It was then, when he had dismissed the whole business 
from his mind, and was looking about the bar and admiring 
the landlord’s taste in watch-chains and his air of domina¬ 
tion, and was thinking that the landlord of a well-conducted 
tavern had a more comfortable life than a newspaper man, 
that his mind received from nowhere a spark of light. He 
was not thinking about the Strangling Horrors; his mind 
was on his sandwich. As a public-house sandwich, it was a 
curiosity. The bread had been thinly cut, it was buttered, 
and the ham was not two months stale; it was ham as it 
should be. His mind turned to the inventor of this refresh¬ 
ment, the Earl of Sandwich, and then to George the Fourth, 
and then to the Georges, and to the legend of that George 
who was worried to know how the apple got into the apple¬ 
dumpling. He wondered whether George would have 
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been equally puzzled to know how the ham got into the 
ham sandwich, and how long it would have been before it 
occurred to him that the ham could not have got there 
unless somebody had put it there. He got up to order 
another sandwich, and in that moment a little active 
corner of his mind settled the affair. If there was ham in 
his sandwich, somebody must have put it there. If seven 
people had been murdered, somebody must have been 
there to murder them. There was no aeroplane or auto¬ 
mobile that would go into a man's pocket; therefore that 
somebody must have escaped either by running away or 
standing still; and again therefore- 

He was visualizing the front page story that his paper 
would carry if his theory were correct, and if—a matter of 
conjecture—his editor had the necessary nerve to make a 
bold stroke, when a cry of ‘Time, gentlemen, please! All 
out!' reminded him of the hour. He got up and went out 
into a world of mist, broken by the ragged disks of roadside 
puddles and the streaming lightning of motor buses. He 
was certain that he had the story, but, even if it were proved, 
he was doubtful whether the policy of his paper would per¬ 
mit him to print it. It had one great fault. It was truth, 
but it was impossible truth. It rocked the foundations of 
everything that newspapers reader believed and that news¬ 
paper editors helped them to believe. They might believe 
that Turkish carpet-sellers had the gift of making them¬ 
selves invisible. They would not believe this. 

As it happened, they were not asked to, for the story was 
never written. As his paper had by now gone away, and as 
he was nourished by his refreshment and stimulated by his 
theory, he thought he might put in an extra half-hour by 
testing that theory. So he began to look about for the man 
he had in mind—a man with white hair, and large white 
hands; otherwise an everyday figure whom nobody would 
look twice at. He wanted to spring his idea on this man 
without warning, and he was going to place himself within 
reach of a man armoured in legends of dreadfulness and 
gruc This might appear to be an act of supreme courage 
—that one man, with no hope of immediate outside sup¬ 
port, should place himself at the mercy of one who was 
holding a whole parish in terror. But it wasn t. He didn t 
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think about the risk. He didn’t think about his duty to his 
employers or loyalty to his paper. Ho was moved simply 
by an instinct to follow a story to its end. 

He walked slowly from the tavern and crossed into Fingal 
Street, making for Deever Market, where he had hope of 
finding his man. But his journey was shortened. At the 
comer of Lotus Street he saw him—or a man who looked 
like him. This street was poorly lit, and he could see little 
of the man: but he could see white hands. For some twenty 
paces he stalked him; then drew level with him; and at a 
point where the arch of a railway crossed the street, he was 
sure that this was his man. He approached him with the 
current conversational phrase of the district: ‘Well, seen 
anything of the murderer?’ The man stopped to look 
sharply at him; then, satisfied that the journalist was not 
the murderer, said: 

‘Eh? No, nor's anybody else, curse it. Doubt if they 
ever will.’ 

‘I don’t know. I've been thinking about them, and 
I 've got an idea.’ 

‘So?’ 

‘Yes. Came to me all of a sudden. Quarter of an hour 
ago. And I'd felt that we'd all been blind. It’s been 
staring us in the face.' 

The man turned again to look at him, and the look and 
the movement held suspicion of this man who seemed to 
know so much. ‘Oh? Has it? Well, if you 're so sure, 
why not give us the benefit of it ?' 

‘I’m going to.' They walked level, and were nearly at 
the end of the little street where it meets Deever Market, 
when the journalist turned casually to the man. He put a 
finger on his arm. ‘Yes, it seems to me quite simple now. 
But there's still one point I don’t understand. One little 
thing I'd like to clear up. I mean the motive. Now, as 
man to man, tell me. Sergeant Ottermole, just why did you 
kill those inoffensive people? ’ 

The sergeant stopped, and the journalist stopped. There 
wa5 just enough light from the sky, which held the reflected 
light of the continent of London, to give him a sight of the 
sergeant s face, and the sergeant’s face was turned to him with 
a wide smile of such urbanity and charm that the journalist’s 
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eyes were frozen as they met it. The smile stayed for 
some seconds. Then said the sergeant: ‘Well, to tell you 
the truth. Mister Newspaper Man, I don’t know. I really 
don’t know. In fact, I 've been worried about it myself. 
But I’ve got an idea—just like you. Everybody knows 
that we can’t control the workings of our minds. Don’t 
they? Ideas come into our minds without asking. But 
everybody's supposed to be able to control his body. Why ? 
Eh? We get our minds from lord-knows-where—from 
people who were dead hundreds of years before we were 
born. Mayn't we get our bodies in the same way? Our 
faces—our legs—our heads—they aren’t completely ours. 
We don’t make ’em. They come to us. And couldn’t 
ideas come into our bodies like ideas come into our minds? 
Eh? Can’t ideas live in nerve and muscle as well as in 
brain? Couldn’t it be that parts of our bodies aren’t 
really us, and couldn’t ideas come into those parts all of a 
sudden, like ideas come into—into’—he shot his arms out, 
showing the great white-gloved hands and hairy wrists; 
shot them out so swiftly to the journalist’s\throat that his 
eyes never saw them—‘into my hands.' 

v V ' . I ')—‘ 


FATHER RONALD KNOX 

SOLVED BY INSPECTION 

Miles Bredon, the eminently indefatigable inquiry 
agent, was accustomed to describe himself as a perfect fool 
at his job. Here he was in agreement with his wife Angela; 
where he differed from her was in really regarding himself as 
a fool at his job. There she knew better; and so, fortunately 
for both of them, did the Indescribable—that vast insurance 
company which employed him to investigate the more 
questionable transactions of its clients, and saved itself 
about five thousand a year by doing so. On one occasion, 
however, Bredon did claim to have really solved a problem 
by inspection, without any previous knowledge to put him 
on the right track. Indeed, since he seldom read the 
cheaper kind of newspaper, it is probable that he had never 
heard of the eccentric millionaire, Herbert Jervison, until 
Herbert Jervison was found dead in his bed. He was only 
supplied with the facts of the situation as he travelled down 
in the train to Wiltshire with Dr. Simmonds, the expensive 
medical man whom the Indescribable valued almost as 
much as Bredon himself. It was a bright summer's 
morning, and the dewy fields, horizoned by lazy stretches 
of canal, would have been food enough for meditation if 
Simmonds had not been so confoundedly anxious to impart 
information. 

‘ You must have heard of him,' he was saying. ‘ He was a 
newspaper boom long before he was a casualty. The 
Million and a Half Mystic—that was the sort of thing they 
called him. Why is it that the grossly rich never have the 
least idea of how to spend money? This Jervison had 
pottered about in the East, and had got caught with all 
that esoteric bilge—talked about Mahatmas and Yogis and 
things till even the most sanguine of his poor relations 
wouldn t ask him to stay. So he settled down at Yewbury 
here with some Indian frauds he had picked up, and said he 
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was the Brotherhood of Light. Had it printed on his note- 
paper, which was dark green. Ate nuts and did automatic 
writing and made all sorts of psychic experiments, till the 
papers were all over him; that sort of stuff gets them where 
they live. And then, you see, he went and died.' 

‘That's a kind of publicity we all achieve sooner or later. 
If they all did it later, our job with the Indescribable would 
be a soft one. Anyhow, why did they send for me? He 
probably choked on a Brazil nut or something. No 
question of murder or suicide or anything, is there?’ 

' That's just the odd part about it. He died suddenly, of 
starvation.' 

‘ I suppose you want me to say that's impossible. No 
medical man myself, I am astute enough to see that my leg 
is being pulled. Let's hear more about it. Did you ever 
see the fellow ? ' 

‘ Not till he came in to be vetted for his insurance. I've 
been kicking myself over that; because, you sec, I thought 
lie was about the soundest life I'd ever struck. He was 
only fifty-three, and of course these people who go in for 
Oriental food-fads do sometimes pull off a longevity record. 
In fact, he had the cheek to ask for a specially low premium, 
because he said he was in a fair way to discovering the 
secret of immortality—which, as he pointed out, would 
make his premium a permanent asset to the company. 
And then he goes and kills himself by refusing his mash. 
Mark you, I'm not sure I wouldn't sooner starve than eat the 
sort of muck he ate; but then, he seemed to flourish on it. 

‘And there was really nothing wrong with him? What 
about his top story? ’ 

‘Well, he admitted to nerves, and I must say he showed 
up badly over some of the nerve tests. You know we take 
the nervy people up to the top of the Indescribable building 
nowadays, to sec whether it gives them the jim-jams. Well, 
this fellow was at the end of his tether; you couldn't get 
him to look over the edge for love or money. But if his 
relations had wanted him certified — and they'd every 
reason to—I couldn’t have done it. Colney Hatch wasn t 
on the map; I'd swear to that, even at a directors' meeting. 

‘ So he went off and died suddenly of starvation. Could 
you amplify that statement a bit ? ’ 
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‘Well, what really happened was that he shut himself up 
for ten days or so in the room he calls his laboratory. I 
haven’t seen it, but it’s an old gymnasium or racket- 
court, they tell me. There was nothing queer in that, 
because he was always shutting himself up to do liis fool 
experiments; locked himself in and wasn’t to be disturbed 
on any account. Probably thought his astral body was 
wandering about in Thibet. But—this is the odd thing 
he was fully victualled, so I hear, for a fortnight. And at 
ithe end of ten days he was found dead in his bed. The 
Local doctor, who has been out in the East and served a 
Ramine area, says it's the clearest case of starvation he’s 
ever met.’ 

‘And the food?' 

‘The food was untouched. I say, this is Westbury, where 
the car’s going to meet us. I didn’t tell Dr. Mayhew I was 
bringing a friend; how exactly am I going to explain you ? ' 
‘Tell him I’m the representative of the company. That 
always fetches them. Hallo, there's a black man on the 
platform.’ 

‘That ’ll be the chauffeur. . . . No, thanks, no luggage. . . . 
Good morning, are you from Yewbury? Dr. Simmonds, 
my name is; I think Dr. Mayhew expects me. Outside, is 
he? Good. Come along, Bredon/ 

Dr. Mayhew was a little round-faced man who seemed 
incapable of suspicion and radiated hospitality. You saw 
at once that he was the kind of country doctor who suffers 
from having too little company, and can scarcely be got to 
examine your symptoms because he is so anxious to ex¬ 
change all the news first. He outdid Simmonds himself in 
his offhand way of referring to the tragedy. 

‘Awfully good of you fellows to come/ he said. ‘Not 
that I’m anxious for a second opinion here. Nine cases out 
of ten, you know that well enough, one signs the death 
certificate on an off-chance; but there ain’t any doubt 
about this poor devil. I've been in a famine area, you 
know, and seen the symptoms often enough to make you 
dream of it; not pleasant, are they? I expect Mr.—oh, yes, 
Bredon, to be sure; Mr. Bredon won’t want to see the corpus, 
ihey ye got it parked up at the Brotherhood House, 
ready to be disposed of when it’s finished with; the—er— 
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symptoms come on rather suddenly, you know, Mr. Bredon, 
in these cases. What about coming round to my house and 
having a spot of something on the way? Sure you won’t? 
Oh, very well. Yes, they’ve got to bury him in some 
special way of their own, tuck him up with his feet towards 
Jericho, I expect, or something of that sort. Hope these 
niggers ’ll clear out after this,' he added, lowering his voice 
for fear the driver should overhear him. ‘The neighbours 
don’t like ’em, and that’s a fact. They're not pukka/ 
Indians, you know; he picked them up in San Francisco 
somewhere; lascars, I should call ’em.’ 

4 1 don’t know that you’re likely to be rid of them, doctor, 
explained Bredon. ‘ I suppose you realize that they benefit 
heavily under Jervison's will? At least, his insurance 
policy is made out in favour of the Brotherhood, and I sup¬ 
pose there ’ll be a tidy piece of his own money coming to 
them as well.’ ' j 

‘And your company pays up, does it, Mr. Bredon? ’ said 
the little doctor. ‘ Gad, I wonder if they'd let me into the 
Brotherhood? There are only four of them in it, and I 
could do with a few extra thousands.' ! 

4 Well,' explained Bredon, ' that's what we’re here about. ! 
If it's suicide, you see, they can’t touch the money. Our ; 
policies don’t cover suicide; it would be too much of a 
temptation.’ 

* That so ? Well, then, you ’re on velvet. The thing can 
only be suicide, and unsound mind at that. There's New¬ 
bury, up on the hill. Queer place; very rich man had it, 
name of Rosenbach, and fitted it all up like a palace, with 
a real racket-court; that's the roof of it you sec there. 
Then he crashed, and the place was sold for next to nothing; 
taken on as a preparatory school, it was, by a young fellow 
called Enstone; I liked him, but he never could make the 
place pay properly, one way and another, so he sold out 
and went to the South Coast, and then Jcrvison took it on. 
Well, here we arc. Would you like to wander about the 
grounds, Mr. Bredon, while we go in and look at the remains, 

or what ? ' * 

‘ I think I'd like to go into the room where he was found. 
Perhaps one of these natives would take me in; I’d like to 
have a chance of talking to one of them.’ 
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The arrangement was made without difficulty, though 
Bredon found his guide a source of embarrassment, almost 
of nervousness. The driver of the car had worn an ordinary 
dark suit, but this other representative of the community 
was dressed in flowing white robes, with a turban to match, 
and seemed covered all over with cabalistic emblems. He 
was tall and strongly built; his manner was at once im¬ 
passive and continually alert; nothing seemed to disturb 
him, yet you felt that nothing escaped him. And when he 
spoke, he belied his whole appearance by talking English 
with a violently American intonation. 

The racket-court stood at a considerable distance from 


the main block of buildings; perhaps five hundred yards 
away. The gallery which had once existed close to the 
door had been cleared away to make space when it had 
been turned into a gymnasium, and you entered directly 
into a huge oblong room, with something of a cathedral 
vastness in its effects of distance and of silence. The floor 


had been fitted with shiny red oil-cloth, so that your foot¬ 
steps were deadened, and the echoes of the place awoke 
only at the sound of your voice. The light came chiefly, 
and the ventilation entirely, from a well in the centre of the 
roof; the top of this was of fixed glass, and only the iron 
slats at the side were capable of letting in air. There were 
still memories of the gymnasium period; at four points in 
the ceding were iron rings, which looked as if ropes had 
hung down from them by hooks, and there were lockers 
at one side which still seemed to demand the presence of 
juvenile boots. Little had been done since in the way of 
furnishing; the eccentric had evidently used the place when 
he wanted to be separated from his kind, with the thick 
wads shutting out the sounds of the countryside, the heavy 
J^keddoors preventing intrusion. Bredon could not help 

'™" d<lf he °T e F had felt safer sleeping in here than 
r + \ he Sai ^ C ro °* with hls questionable prot£g6s. 

attention ° f f iV miture there wcre * attracted 

One wi^equally as symptoms of the recent tragedy. 

* Lrl b d> standm g °ut in the very middle of the floor; 

bed with iroif^ffi eemei r t +K Pparently ’ since it: was a wheeled 

of the type common in hospitals and 

e wheels had dragged lines across the linoleum, which still 
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shone from their passage. The bed itself was absolutely 
bare; even the under-blanket had been torn out from its 
position, and lay, with the other blankets and the sheets, 
on and around the bed in grotesque confusion. It had the 
air, Brcdon felt, of a bed from which the occupant has been 
pulled out, rather than of one which the occupant has 
left, in whatever hurry or excitement, of his own free will. 
Beyond the bed, against the wall furthest from the entrance, 
stood a sideboard, plentifully laden with vegetarian food. 
There was a loaf of bread, made of some very coarse grain, 
a honeycomb in a glass dish, a box of dates, some biscuits 
which looked brittle as glue, even, in witness of Simmonds's 
accuracy, some nuts. It was not a room in which the 
ordinary man would have sat down cheerfully to a meal, 
but, what was more important, it was a room in which you 

could not possibly starve. „ , 

Bredon went to the sideboard first of all, and gave the 

exhibits a careful scrutiny. He felt the outside of the bread, 
and satisfied himself, from the hardness of the fly-walk 
that it had remained for several days untasted. He tiled 
some milk from a jug which stood there, and found it, as he 
had expected, thoroughly sour. 'Did Mr. Jervison always 
have sour milk?' he asked of his guide, who was watching 
all his movements with grave interest. "No, sir,' was the 
answer. ‘ I took that milk in myself, the evening when we 
last saw the prophet alive. It was sweet milk, fresh from 
the dairy. It has not been drunk, not one drop of it, till you 
tasted it sir, just now.' The box of dates, though it was 
opened, contained its full complement of fruit. The honey 
was thick, and furred over with dust. The plate on which 
the biscuits lay was not covered with crumbs, as it should 
have been if any of them had been broken. Altogether, it 
seemed a safe conclusion that the dead man had starved in 


k‘i W ant to y ask some questions, if I may,' said Bredon, 
turning to the native. 'My company wishes to satisfy 
itself whether Mr. Jervison died by misadventure, or took 

his own life. You will not mind helping me? 

‘I will tell you whatever you wish to know. I am sure 

you are a very just man. , . , > 

‘Look here, then—did Jervison often sleep here? And 
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why did he want to sleep there that night—the night when 
you last saw him ? ’ 

‘Never before; but that night he was trying a very special 
experiment; you do not understand these things here in the 
West. He was meaning to take a narcotic drug, one which 
he had prepared himself, which would set his soul free from 
his body. But because it is very dangerous to be disturbed 
from outside, while the soul is away from the body, lie 
wanted to sleep here, where nobody could disturb him, 
and we wheeled that bed in from the house. All this you 
will find written in his diary; he was very careful to do that, 
because, he said, if any harm came to him from the experi¬ 
ment, he wished it to be known that it was no fault of ours. 
I will show you the diary myself.’ 

‘Oh, he was drugged, was he, that first night? You 
don't think he may have taken an overdose of the drug, 
and died from that ? ’ 

The Indian smiled ever so slightly, and shrugged his 
shoulders. ‘ But the doctor has told us that he starved to 
death. Your friend is a doctor also; he will tell you the 
same. No, I will tell you what I think. The prophet fasted 
very often, especially when he wished his soul to be free. 
And I think that when he woke up from his sleep he had 
had some revelation which made him want to go deeper 
into these mysteries; and therefore he fasted; only this 
time he fasted too long. He fasted perhaps till he fainted, 
and was too weak to reach his food, or to come out and find 
help. And we waited in the house, doing our own studies, 
while the prophet was dying in here. It was fated that it 
should be so.’ 

Bredon was less interested in the theological bearings of 
the question than in its legal aspect. Is a man who starves 
himself without meaning to kill himself a suicide ? Anyhow, 
that was for the lawyers. ‘Thank you,’ he said, ‘ I will wait 
for my friend here; don’t let me keep you.’ The Indian 
owed, and left him — with some reluctance, Bredon 
ought. But he was determined to search this room 
thoroughly; he did not like the look of things. The lock 
on the door no, that did not seem to have been tampered 
with, unless there were a second key. The walls ? You do 
not make secret doors in a racket-court. The windows? 
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None, except those slats underneath the skylight, at the 
sides of the well; only just room for a man to put his hand 
in there, and that would be about forty feet up. Hang it all, 
the man had been alone for ten days; he had left the food 
untasted, and he had made no effort to get out. There was 
even a writing-tablet with a pencil tied to it, not far from 
the bed; he had meant, Bredon supposed, to write down 
his revelations on it as he woke from sleep; yet the dust 
stood on the top sheet, and the dead man had left no 
message. Could it really be madness? Or was the Indian 
right in his guess? Or was it even possible . . . one heard of 
strange tricks these Eastern jugglers played; was it possible 
that these four adepts had managed to tamper with the 
inside of the room without entering it ? 

And then Bredon noticed something on the floor which 
interested hiims^nd when Simmonds came back with the 
little doctor theyTbund him on all fours beside the bed, 
and the face he tumeaW^trds them as they came in was a 
very jjrave one, yet with a light in the eyes that suggested 
tW^anticipation of a victory. 

‘What a time you ’ve been! ’ he said reproachfully. 

* There's been a good deal in the way of alarms and ex¬ 
cursions,’ exclaimed Simmonds. 'Your friends the police 
have been round, and they've just taken off the whole 
Brotherhood in a suitably coloured Maria. Apparently 
they are known in Chicago. But I’m dashed if I see 
how they are going to fix anything on them over this 
business. The man starved to death. Don’t talk to me 
about drugs, Bredon; there simply isn’t any question of 

‘It’s murder, though,' said Bredon cheerfully. ‘Look 
here!' And he pointed to the shiny tracks drawn across the 
oil-cloth by the movement of the bed’s wheels. ‘ You see 
those tracks? They don’t lead right up to the place where 
the bed stands; they stop about two inches short of it. And 
that means murder, and a dashed ingenious kind of murder 
too. By rights, the police oughtn’t to be able to fix it on 
them, as you say. But that's the bother about a murder 
which takes four men to do it; one of them is certain to 
break down under examination, and give the others away. 

I was wondering. Dr. Mayhew—when your friend Enstone 
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left, did he take the fixtures away with him ? The fixtures 
of this gymnasium, for example? ’ 

‘ Sold the whole place, lock, stock, and barrel. He needed 
all the money he could get, and the Brotherhood weren't 
particular. There's a sort of shed at the back, you know, 
where Enstone used to keep odds and ends, and I shouldn't 
be a bit surprised if you find the parallel bars and what 
not tidied away in there. Were you thinking of giving us a 
gymnastic display? Because I should suggest some lunch 
first.’ 

‘ I just thought I'd like to look at them, that's all. And 
then, as you say, lunch.' Dr. Mayhew’s prophecy proved 
accurate. The shed at the back was plentifully littered 
with the appropriate debris. A vaulting-horse stood there, 
mutely reproachful at having been so long turned out to 
grass; the parallel bars were still shiny from youthful hands; 
the horizontal ladder, folded in three; was propped at an 
uneasy angle, and the floor was a network of ropes and rings. 
Bredon took up a rope at random and brought it out into 
the daylight. 4 You see,’ he said, passing his hands down.it; 
‘it's frayed all along. Boys don’t fray ropes when they 
climb up them; they wear gym-shoes. Besides, the fraying 
is quite fresh; looks only a day or two old. Yes, that's 
what they did; and I suppose we had better tell the police 
about it. The company stands to lose, of course; but I 
don t see what is to be done with the policy now, unless 
they erect a mausoleum over the Brotherhood with it. 
There won’t be any more Brotherhood now, Dr. Mayhew.’ 

You must excuse him,' apologized Simmonds;‘‘he is like 

this sometimes. I hate to say it, Bredon, but I haven’t 

completely followed your train of thought. How did these 

fellows get at Jervison. when he was locked up in his gym- 

nasium. You can’t kill a man by starvation, unless you 

shut him up without any food, or hold him down so that 
he can t get at it.’ 

«nrtY° U / re wron S there *’ objected Bredon. ‘There are all 
sorts of ways. You can poison the food, and tell him it 
is poisoned. Not that that happened here, because I've 

I^hinkT^ ° f thC milk myself ' and here 1 am. Besides, 

to th^ Doi^t arV Vn man K 0Uld always risk {t when * came 
to the point. You .can hypnotize the man, in theory, and 
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persuade him that the food isn't there, or that it isn’t food 
at all. But that's only in theory; you never hear of a 
crime like that being pulled off in real life. No, the Indians 
had their alibi all right, when poor Jervison died.’ 

\ ou mean they starved him somewhere else, and brought 
his body in here afterwards?’ 

‘ Hardly that. You see, it would be very much simpler to 
starve your man in here, and bring the food in afterwards 
to look as if he'd starved himself deliberately. But to do 
either of those things you must have access to the building. 
Do you happen to know, Dr. Mayhew, who it was that first 
found the body? And what sort of difficulty they had in 
making their way into the gymnasium? ' 

‘The door was locked, and the key fixed on the inside. 
We had to take the lock off. I was one of the party myself. 
The police, of course, had charge of things; but the Indians 
had called me in as well, the moment they got the idea that 
something was wrong.’ 

‘Really? Now, that’s very instructive. It shows how 
criminals always overdo these things. You or I, if a friend 
locked himself up and didn't appear for ten days, would 
shout through the keyhole and then send for a locksmith. 
Whereas these gentlemen sent off at once for a doctor and 
the police, as if they knew that both would be wanted. 
That's the worst of thinking that you've covered your 
tracks.' 

‘My dear Bredon, we ’re still taking your word for it that 
it is murder. If it is, I should say the murderers covered 
their tracks quite remarkably well. It looks to me the 
clearest possible case of lunacy and suicide.' 

‘You 're wrong there. Did you notice that there was a 
writing-tablet and a pencil by the side of the bed? Now, 
what madman ever resisted the temptation to scrawl some¬ 
thing on any odd piece of paper he came across ? Especially 
if he thought he was being starved, or poisoned. That 
applies, too, if he were really making some fasting experi¬ 
ment ; he would have left us a last message. And what did 
you make of the way the bed-clothes were piled on and 
round the bed? Nobody, mad or sane, wants to get out of 
bed that way.' 

‘ Well, tell us all about it if you must. You may be mad 
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or I may be mad, but I see no reason why either of us 
should starve, and we are keeping Dr. Mayhew from his 
lunch.’ 

‘ Well, the outlines of the thing are simple. Jervison had 
picked up these rogues somewhere in America, and they 
were no more mystics than you or I are; they could talk the 
patter, that’s all. They knew he was rich, and they stuck 
to him because they saw there was money to be made out 
of him. When they found he had made the Brotherhood 
his heirs, there remained nothing except to eliminate him; 
they went over the plan of the ground, and determined to 
make the fullest use of the weapons that lay ready to hand. 
Always a mistake to bring in weapons from outside; study 
your man’s habits, and kill him along his own lines, so to 
speak. All they had to do was to encourage him in making 
these fool experiments, and to supply him with some ordin¬ 
ary kind of sleeping-draught which pretended to have a 
magical effect; probably it was they who suggested his re¬ 
tiring to the gymnasium, where he could be quiet, and they 
who insisted on wheeling his bed out into the middle of the 
room, tilling him that he ought to catch the noonday sun, 
or some nonsense of that kind. Who ever heard of a man 
wanting to have his bed out in the middle of the room? 
It s human nature to want it next to the wall, though why, 
I 've no idea.’ 

‘ And then ? ’ 


They waited, that night, till the sleeping-draught had 
taken its full effect; waited till it was early dawn, and they 
couid see what was happening without being noticed by 
inquisitive neighbours. They tied ladders together, or 
more probably used that horizontal ladder, stretched out 
into a straight line, and climbed up on to the roof. All 
they took with them was ropes—the four ropes that used to 
hang from those hooks m the ceiling. They still had iron 
!?° ks °? tkem * 1 dare sa y they tied handkerchiefs round 
W? 0k iVi 0 ? re y ent an T noise - Through the skylight, 
iroT ltl l0 ° k ° n the slee P in S m an; between the 

artPd they ^° Uld i 6 ? down the four ro P es - The hooks 

thel d h^o£d P fh e S - and m dld n0t take mu ^ h fishin g before 
Ve y lr ° n m ! ls a ? the head and foot of the bed. 

^ ^ y, ery evenly, they pulled up the ropes; it was 
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like a profane and ghastly parody of a scene you may re¬ 
member in the Gospels. And still poor Jervison slept on, 
under the influence of his drug; dreaming, perhaps, that 
he was being levitated, and had at last got rid of the burden 
of the flesh. He nearly had. 

‘He slept on, and when he woke, he was hung up forty 
feet in the air, still in his bed. The bed-clothes had been 
removed; it would not do to let him have a chance of 
climbing down. He hung there for over a week; and if his 
cries reached the outside world at all, they only reached 
the ears of four pitiless men, his murderers. Perhaps a 
braver man would have jumped for it, and preferred to 
end his life that way. But Jervison, you told me yourself, 
Simmonds, was a coward about heights; he couldn’t jump.’ 

' And if he had? ’ 

‘He would have been found dead, either from his fall or 
from its effects. And the Indians would have told us, 
gravely enough, that the prophet must have been making 
an experiment in levitation, or something of that kind. As 
it was, all they had to do was to come back when all was 
safely over, to let down the ropes again, to throw his bed¬ 
clothes in through the slats, falling where they would, and 
to take their ropes and ladder down again the way they 
had come. Only, as was natural, they did not bother to 
pay out the ropes quite evenly this time, and the bed came 
down in the wrong place, about two inches from where it 
had stood originally. So that it didn’t fit in with the tracks 
across the oil-cloth, and it was that, somehow, which gave 
me a notion of what had happened. The bed, evidently, 
had been lifted; and you do not lift a wheeled bed unless 
you have a special purpose to be served, as these devils 
had. Jervison was a fool, but I hate to think of the way he 
died, and I am going to do my best to see these four fellows 
hanged. If I had my way with them, I would spare them 
the drop.’ 
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PHILOMEL COTTAGE 



‘Good-bye, darling.' 

‘Good-bye, sweetheart.' 

Alix Martin stood leaning over the small rustic gate, 
watching the retreating figure of her husband as he walked 
down the road in the direction of the village. 

Presently he turned a bend and was lost to sight, but Alix 
still stayed in the same position, absent-mindedly smoothing 
a lock of the rich brown hair which had blown across her 
face, her eyes far away and dreamy. 

Alix Martin was not beautiful, nor even, strictly speaking, 
pretty. But her face, the face of a woman no longer in her 
first youth, was irradiated and softened until her former 
colleagues of the old office days would hardly have recog¬ 
nized her. Miss Alix King had been a trim business-like 
young woman, efficient, slightly brusque in manner, 
obviously capable and matter-of-fact. 

Alix had graduated in a hard school. For fifteen years, 
from the age of eighteen until she was thirty-three, she had 
kept herself (and for seven years of the time an invalid 
mother) by her work as a shorthand-typist. It was the 
struggle for existence which had hardened the soft lines of 
her girlish face. 

True, there had been romance—of a kind—Dick Windy- 
ford, a fellow clerk. Very much of a woman at heart, Alix 
had always known without seeming to know that he cared. 
Outwardly they had been friends, nothing more. Out of 
his slender salary Dick had been hard put to it to provide 
for the schooling of a younger brother. For the moment 
he could not think of marriage. 

And then suddenly deliverance from daily toil had come 
to the girl in the most unexpected manner. A distant 
cousin had died, leaving her money to Alix—a few thousand 
pounds, enough to bring in a couple of hundred a year. To 
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AlLx it was freedom, life, independence. Now she and Dick 
need wait no longer. 

But Dick reacted unexpectedly. He had never directly 
spoken of his love to Alix; now he seemed less inclined to 
do so than ever. He avoided her, became morose and 
gloomy. Alix was quick to realize the truth. She had 
become a woman of means. Delicacy and pride stood in 
the way of Dick’s asking her to be his wife. 

She liked him none the worse for it, and was indeed 
deliberating as to whether she herself might not take the 
first step, when for the second time the unexpected 
descended upon her. 

She met Gerald Martin at a friend's house. He fell 
violently in love with her, and within a week they were 
engaged. Alix, who had always considered herself ‘not the 
falling-in-love kind,’ was swept clean off her feet. 

Unwittingly she had found the way to arouse her former 
lover. Dick Windy ford had come to her stammering with 
rage and anger. 

‘The man’s a perfect stranger to you! You know 
nothing about him! ’ 

‘I know' that I love him.’ 

‘ How’ can you know’—in a week ? ' 

‘It doesn't take every one eleven years to find out that 
they 're in love with a girl,’ cried Alix angrily. 

His face went white. 

‘ I've cared for you ever since I met you. I thought that 
you cared also.' 

Alix was truthful. 

‘ I thought so too,' she admitted. ‘ But that was because 
I didn’t know what love was.’ 

Then Dick had burst out again. Prayers, entreaties, even 
threats—threats against the man who had supplanted him. 
It was amazing to Alix to see the volcano that existed 
beneath the reserved exterior of the man she had thought 
she knew so well. 

Her thoughts went back to that interview now', on this 
sunny morning, as she leant on the gate of the cottage. She 
had been married a month, and she was idyllically happy. 
Yet, in the momentary absence of her husband who was 
everything to her, a tinge of anxiety invaded her perfect 
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happiness. And the cause of that anxiety was Dick 
Windyford. 

Three times since her marriage she had dreamed the same 
dream. The environment differed, but the main facts were 
always the same. She saw her husband lying dead and Dick 
Windyford standing over him, and she knew clearly and 
distinctly that his was the hand which had dealt the fatal 
blow. 

But horrible though that was, there was something more 
horrible still—horrible, that was, on awakening, for in the 
dream it seemed perfectly natural and inevitable. She, Alix 
Martin, was glad that her husband was dead ; she stretched out 
grateful hands to the murderer, sometimes she thanked 
him. The dream always ended the same way, with herself 
clasped in Dick Windyford’s arms. 


She had said nothing of this dream to her husband, but 
secretly it had perturbed her more than she liked to admit. 
Was it a warning—a warning against Dick Windyford? 

Alix was roused from her thoughts by the sharp ringing of 
the telephone bell from within the house. She entered the 
cottage and picked up the receiver. Suddenly she swayed, 
and put out a hand against the wall. 

‘ Who did you say was speaking ? ’ 

‘Why, Alix, what’s the matter with your voice? I 
wouldn’t have known it. It’s Dick.’ 

‘ Oh! ’ said Alix. ‘ Oh! Where—where are you ? ’ 

' At the “ Traveller’s Arms ”—that's the right name, isn’t 
it ? Or don’t you even know of the existence of your village 
pub? I'm on my holiday—doing a bit of fishing here. 
Any objections to my looking you two good people up this 
evening after dinner ?' 

‘No,’ said Alix sharply. ‘ You mustn’t come.' 

There was a pause, and then Dick’s voice, with a subtle 
alteration in it, spoke again. 

‘ I beg your pardon,’ he said formally. ‘ Of course I won’t 
bother you-' 

Alix broke in hastily. He must think her behaviour too 
extraordinary. It was extraordinary. Her nerves must be 
all to pieces. 


‘I only meant that 
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we were — engaged to - night,’ she 



AGATHA CHRISTIE 


186 


explained, trying to make her voice sound as natural as 
possible. 'Won’t you — won’t you come to dinner to¬ 
morrow night ?' 

But Dick evidently noticed the lack of cordiality in her 
tone. 

‘Thanks very much,’ he said, in the same formal voice, 
‘but I may be moving on any time. Depends if a pal of 
mine turns up or not. Good-bye, Alix.’ He paused, and 
then added hastily, in a different tone: 'Best of luck to you, 
my dear.’ 

Alix hung up the receiver with a feeling of relief. 

‘He mustn’t come here,’ she repeated to herself. ‘He 
mustn’t come here. Oh, what a fool I am! To imagine 
myself into a state like this. All the same, I'm glad he’s 
not coming.’ 

She caught up a rustic rush hat from a table, and passed 
out into the garden again, pausing to look up at the name 
carved over the porch: Philomel Cottage. 

'Isn’t it a very fanciful name?' she had said to Gerald 
once before they were married. He had laughed. 

‘ You little Cockney,' he had said affectionately. ' I don’t 
believe you have ever heard a nightingale. I'm glad you 
haven't. Nightingales should sing only for lovers. We ’ll 
hear them together on a summer's evening outside our own 

home.’ 

And at the remembrance of how they had indeed heard 
them, Alix, standing in the doorway of her home, blushed 


happily. - , 

It was Gerald who had found Philomel Cottage. He had 

come to Alix bursting with excitement. He had found the 
very spot for them—unique—a gem—the chance of a life¬ 
time. And when Alix had seen it she too was captivated. 
It was true that the situation was rather lonely—they were 
two miles from the nearest village—but the cottage itself 
was so exquisite, with its old-world appearance and its solid 
comfort of bathrooms, hot-water system, electric light, and 
telephone, that she fell a victim to its charm immediately. 
And then a hitch occurred. The owner, a rich man who 
had made it his whim, declined to let it. He would only sell. 

Gerald Martin, though possessed of a good income, was 
unable to touch his capital. He could raise at most a 
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thousand pounds. The owner was asking three. But Alix, 
who had set her heart on the place, came to the rescue. Her 
own capital was easily realized, being in bearer bonds. She 
would contribute half of it to the purchase of the home. So 
Philomel Cottage became their very own, and never for a 
minute had Alix regretted the choice. It was true that 
servants did not appreciate the rural solitude—indeed, at 
the moment they had none at all—but Alix, who had been 
starved of domestic life, thoroughly enjoyed cooking dainty 
little meals and looking after the house. 

The garden, which was magnificently stocked with 
flowers, was attended to by an old man from the village 
who came twice a week. 

As she rounded the comer of the house, Alix was sur¬ 
prised to see the old gardener in question busy over the 
flower beds. She was surprised because his days for work 
were Mondays and Fridays, and to-day was Wednesday. 

‘Why, George, what are you doing here?’ she asked, as 
she came towards him. 

The old man straightened up with a chuckle, touching 
the brim of an aged cap. 

‘ I thought as how you'd be surprised, ma’am. But 'tis 
this way. There be a fete over to Squire's on Friday, and I 
sez to myself, I sez, neither Mr. Martin nor yet his good 
lady won’t take it amiss if I comes for once on a Wednesday 
instead of a Friday.’ 

That s quite all right,' said Alix. ‘ I hope you ’ll enjoy 
yourself at the fete.’ 

I reckon to, said George simply. ‘ It's a fine thing to be 
able to eat your fill and know all the time as it’s not you as 
is paying for it. Squire alius has a proper sit-down tea for 
is tenants. Then I thought too, ma’am, as I might as well 
s f e y° u before you goes away so as to learn your wishes for 
the borders. You '11 have no idea when you ’ll be back, 
ma am, I suppose?’ 

‘ But I’m not going away.' 

George stared at her. 

^Bain’t you going to Lunnon to-morrow? ’ 

No. What put such an idea into your head ? ’ 

George jerked his head over his shoulder. 

Met maister down to village yesterday. He told me you 
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was both going away to Lunnon to-morrow, and it was 
uncertain when you'd be back again.' 

‘Nonsense,’ said Alix, laughing. ‘You must have mis¬ 
understood him.’ 

All the same, she wondered exactly what it could have 
been that Gerald had said to lead the old man into such a 
curious mistake. Going to London ? She never wanted to 
go to London again. 

‘I hate London,' she said suddenly and harshly. 

‘ Ah! ’ said George placidly. ' I must have been mistook 
somehow, and yet he said it plain enough, it seemed to me. 
I'm glad you 're stopping on here. I don’t hold with all 
this gallivanting about, and I don’t think nothing of 
Lunnon. I 've never needed to go there. Too many 
moty cars—that's the trouble nowadays. Once people 
have got a moty car, blessed if they can stay still any¬ 
wheres. Mr. Ames, wot used to have this house—nice, 
peaceable sort of gentleman he was until he bought one of 
them things. Hadn’t had it a month before he put up this 
cottage for sale. A tidy lot he'd spent on it, too, with taps 
in all the bedrooms, and the electric light and all. “ You '11 
never see your money back,” I sez to him. ‘‘But,” he sez 
to me, ‘‘I ’ll get every penny of two thousand pounds for 
this house.” And sure enough, he did.’ 

‘He got three thousand,’ said Alix, smiling. 

‘Two thousand,' repeated George. ‘The sum he was 
asking was talked of at the time.' 

' It really was three thousand,’ said Alix. 

‘Ladies never understand figures,’ said George, uncon¬ 
vinced. ‘You ’ll not tell me that Mr. Ames had the face 
to stand up to you, and say three thousand brazen-like 
in a loud voice ?' 

‘He didn’t say it to me,' said Alix; ‘he said it to my 
husband.' 

George stooped again to his flower bed. 

‘The price was two thousand,’ he said obstinately. 

% 

Alix did not trouble to argue with him. Moving to one 
of the further beds, she began to pick an armful of flowers. 

As she moved with her fragrant posy towards the house, 
Alix noticed a small, dark-green object peeping from be- 
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tween some leaves in one of the beds. She stopped and 
picked it up, recognizing it for her husband’s pocket 
diary. 

She opened it, scanning the entries with some amuse¬ 
ment. Almost from the beginning of their married life she 
had realized that the impulsive and emotional Gerald had 
the uncharacteristic virtues of neatness and method. He 
was extremely fussy about meals being punctual, and always 
planned his day ahead with the accuracy of a time-table. 

Looking through the diary, she was amused to notice the 
entry on the date of 14th May:' Marry Alix St. Peter’s 2.30.' 

‘The big silly,’ murmured Alix to herself, turning the 
pages. Suddenly she stopped. 

“‘Wednesday, 18th June"—why, that's to-day.’ 

In the space for that day was written in Gerald’s neat, 
precise hand: ‘9 p.m.’ Nothing else. What had Gerald 
planned to do at 9 p.m.? Alix wondered. She smiled to 
herself as she realized that had this been a story, like those 
she had so often read, the diary would doubtless have fur¬ 
nished her with some sensational revelation. It would have 
had in it for certain the name of another woman. She 
fluttered the back pages idly. There were dates, appoint¬ 
ments, cryptic references to business deals, but only one 
woman’s name—her own. 

Yet as she slipped the book into her pocket and went on 
with her flowers to the house, she was aware of a vague 
uneasiness. Those words of Dick Windyford’s recurred to 
her almost as though he had been at her elbow repeating 
them: ‘The man's a perfect stranger to you. You know 
nothing about him.' 

It was true. What did she know about him ? After all, 
Gerald was forty. In forty years there must have been 
women in his life. . . . 

Alix shook herself impatiently. She must not give way 
to these thoughts. She had a far more instant preoccupa¬ 
tion to deal with. Should she, or should she not, tell her 
husband that Dick Windyford had rung her up ? 

There was the possibility to be considered that Gerald 
might have already run across him in the village. But in 
that case he would be sure to mention it to her immediately 
upon his return, and matters would be taken out of her 
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hands. Otherwise—what? Alix was aware of a distinct 
desire to say nothing about it. 

If she told him, he was sure to suggest asking Dick 
Windyford to Philomel Cottage. Then she would have to 
explain that Dick had proposed himself, and that she had 
made an excuse to prevent his coming. And when he asked 
her why she had done so, what could she say? Tell him 
her dreams? But he would only laugh—or, worse, see that 
she attached an importance to it which he did not. 

In the end, rather shamefacedly, Alix decided to say 
nothing. It was the first secret she had ever kept from her 
husband, and the consciousness of it made her feel ill at ease. 

When she heard Gerald returning from the village shortly 
before lunch, she hurried into the kitchen and pretended 
to be busy with the cooking so as to hide her confusion. 

It was evident at once that Gerald had seen nothing of 
Dick Windyford. Alix felt at once relieved and embarrassed. 
She was definitely committed now to a policy of conceal¬ 
ment. 

It was not until after their simple evening meal, when 
they were sitting in the oak-beamed living-room with the 
windows thrown open to let in the sweet night air scented 
with the perfume of the mauve and white stocks outside, 
that Alix remembered the pocket diary. 

‘ Here's something you've been watering the flowers 
with,' she said, and threw it into his lap. 

' Dropped it in the border, did I ? ’ 

‘Yes; I know all your secrets now.' 

‘Not guilty,' said Gerald, shaking his head. 

‘What about your assignation at nine o'clock to-night?’ 

‘Oh! that-’ He seemed taken aback for a moment, 

then he smiled as though something afforded him particular 
amusement. ' It's an assignation with a particularly nice 
girl, Alix. She's got brown hair and blue eyes and she's 
very like you.’ 

‘I don’t understand,' said Alix, with mock severity. 

'You’re evading the point.' 

‘No, I'm not. As a matter of fact, that’s a reminder 
that I 'm going to develop some negatives to-night, and 
I want you to help me.’ 
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Gerald Martin was an enthusiastic photographer. He 
had a somewhat old-fashioned camera, but with an excel¬ 
lent lens, and he developed his own plates in a small cellar 
which he had had fitted up as a dark room. 

‘And it must be done at nine o’clock precisely,’ said Alix 
teasingly. 

Gerald looked a little vexed. 

‘My dear girl,’ he said, with a shade of testiness in his 
manner, ‘one should always plan a thing for a definite 
time. Then one gets through one’s work properly.’ 

Alix sat for a minute or two in silence, watching her 
husband as he lay in his chair smoking, his dark head flung 
back and the clear-cut lines of his clean-shaven face show¬ 
ing up against the sombre background. And suddenly, 
from some unknown source, a wave of panic surged over 
her, so that she cried out before she could stop herself: 
‘Oh, Gerald, I wish I knew more about you!’ 

Her husband turned an astonished face upon her. 

‘But, my dear Alix, you do know all about me. I 'vc 
told you of my boyhood in Northumberland, of my life in 
South Africa, and these last ten years in Canada which 
have brought me success.’ 

‘Oh! business!’ said Alix scornfully. 

Gerald laughed suddenly. 

‘ I know what you mean—love affairs. You women are 
all the same. Nothing interests you but the personal 
element.’ 


Alix felt her throat go dry, as she muttered indistinctly: 
‘ Well, but there must have been—love affairs. I mean—if 
I only knew-’ 

There was silence again for a minute or two. Gerald 

Martin was frowning, a look of indecision on his face. 

When he spoke it was gravely, without a trace of his former 
bantering manner. 

Do you think it wise, Alix, this—Bluebeard’s chamber 

business. There have been women in my life; yes, I don’t 

deny it. You wouldn’t believe me if I did deny it. But I 

can swear to you truthfully that not one of them meant 
anything to me.’ 


There was a ring of sincerity in his voice 
comforted the listening wife. 


which 
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‘ Satisfied, Alix? ' he asked with a smile. Then he looked 
at her with a shade of curiosity. 

'What has turned your mind on to these unpleasant 
subjects to-night of all nights?' 

Alix got up and began to walk about restlessly. 

‘Oh, I don’t know,’ she said. ‘I've been nervy all day.' 
‘That's odd,’ said Gerald, in a low voice, as though 
speaking to himself. ‘That’s very odd.’ 

‘Why is it odd?’ 

‘Oh, my dear girl, don’t flash out at me so. I only said 
it was odd because as a rule you 're so sweet and serene.’ 
Alix forced a smile. 

‘Everything's conspired to annoy me to-day,’ she con¬ 
fessed. ' Even old George had got some ridiculous idea into 
his head that we were going away to London. He said you 
had told him so.' 

' Where did you see him ?' asked Gerald sharply. 

'He came to work to-day instead of Friday.’ 

‘Damned old fool,' said George angrily. 

Alix stared in surprise. Her husband’s face was con¬ 
vulsed with rage. She had never seen him so angry. 
Seeing her astonishment Gerald made an effort to regain 
control of himself. 

‘Well, he is a damned old fool,' he protested. 

‘ What can you have said to make him think that ?' 

‘I? I never said anything. At least—oh, yes, I re¬ 
member; I made some weak joke about being “off to 
London in the morning,” and I suppose he took it seriously. 
Or else he didn't hear properly. You undeceived him, of 

course ? ’ 

He waited anxiously for her reply. 

‘Of course, but he's the sort of old man who if once he 
gets an idea in his head—well, it isn’t easy to get it out 

again.' . 

Then she told him of George’s insistence on the sum 

asked for the cottage. 

Gerald was silent for a minute or two, then he said slow!} . 
‘Ames was willing to take two thousand in cash and the 
remaining thousand on mortgage. That's the origin of 

that mistake, I fancy.' 

‘Very likely,' agreed Alix. 
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Then she looked up at the clock, and pointed to it with 
a mischievous finger. 

‘We ought to be getting down to it, Gerald. Five 
minutes behind schedule.' 

A very peculiar smile came over Gerald Martin’s face. 

‘I've changed my mind,’ he said quietly; ‘I shan’t do 
any photography to-night.' 


A woman’s mind is a curious thing. When she went to 
bed that Wednesday night Alix’s mind was contented and 
at rest. Her momentarily assailed happiness reasserted 
itself, triumphant as of yore. 

But by the evening of the following day she realized that 
some subtle forces were at work undermining it. Dick 
Windy ford had not rung up again, nevertheless she felt 
what she supposed to be his influence at work. Again and 
again those words of his recurred to her '.‘The man ’s a perfect 
stranger. You know nothing about him .’ And with them 
came the memory of her husband’s face, photographed 
clearly on her brain, as he said: 'Do you think it wise, Alix, 
this—Bluebeard’s chamber business?’ Why had he said 
that? 


There had been warning in them—a hint of menace. It 
was as though he had said in effect: ‘You had better not 
pry into my life, Alix. You may get a nasty shock if you do.’ 

By Friday morning Alix had convinced herself that there 
had been a woman in Gerald’s life—a Bluebeard's chamber 
that he had sedulously sought to conceal from her. Her 
jealousy, slow to awaken, was now rampant. 

Was it a woman he had been going to meet that night at 
9 p.m.. Was his story of photographs to develop a lie 
invented upon the spur of the moment? 

, Three days ago she would have sworn that she knew her 
husband through and through. Now it seemed to her that 
he was a stranger of whom she knew nothing. She remem- 
ered his unreasonable anger against old George, so at 
vanance with his usual good-tempered manner. A small 

, m S* P er haps, but it showed her that she did not really 
know the man who was her husband. 

th JvnL G J ere i S T ra l Httle thin g s required on Friday from 
the village. In the afternoon Alix suggested that she should 
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go for them whilst Gerald remained in the garden; but 
somewhat to her surprise he opposed this plan vehemently, 
and insisted on going himself whilst she remained at home. 
Alix was forced to give way to him, but his insistence sur¬ 
prised and alarmed her. Why was he so anxious to prevent 
her going to the village ? 

Suddenly an explanation suggested itself to her which 
made the whole thing clear. Was it not possible that, 
whilst saying nothing to her, Gerald had indeed come across 
Dick Windyford? Her own jealousy, entirely dormant at 
the time of their marriage, had only developed afterwards. 
Might it not be the same with Gerald? Might he not be 
anxious to prevent her seeing Dick Windyford again? This 
explanation was so consistent with the facts, and so com¬ 
forting to Alix’s perturbed mind, that she embraced it 
eagerly. 

Yet when tea-time had come and passed she was restless 
and ill at ease. She was struggling with a temptation that 
had assailed her ever since Gerald's departure. Finally, 
pacifying her conscience with the assurance that the room 
did need a thorough tidying, she went upstairs to her hus¬ 
band's dressing-room. She took a duster with her to keep 
up the pretence of housewifery. 

* If I were only sure,' she repeated to herself. ‘ If I could 
only be sure' 

In vain she told herself that anything compromising 
would have been destroyed ages ago. Against that she 
argued that men do sometimes keep the most damning 
piece of evidence through an exaggerated sentimentality. 

In the end Alix succumbed. Her cheeks burning with 
the shame of her action, she hunted breathlessly through 
packets of letters and documents, turned out the drawers, 
even went through the pockets of her husband’s clothes. 
Only two drawers eluded her: the lower drawer of the chest 
of drawers and the small right-hand drawer of the writing- 
desk were both locked. But Alix was by now lost to all 
shame. In one of those drawers she was convinced that she 
would find evidence of this imaginary woman of the past 

who obsessed her. . 

She remembered that Gerald had left his keys lying care¬ 
lessly on the sideboard downstairs. She fetched them and 
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tried them 'one by one. The third key fitted the writing- 
table drawer. Alix pulled it open eagerly. There was a 
cheque-book and a wallet well stuffed with notes, and at 
the back of the drawer a packet of letters tied up with a 
piece of tape. - _ 

Her breath coming unevenly, Alix untied the tape. Then 
a deep, burning blush overspread her face, and she dropped 
the letters back into the drawer, closing and relocking it. 
For the letters were her own, written to Gerald Martin 
before she married him. 

She turned now to the chest of drawers, more with a wish 
to feel that she had left nothing undone than from any 
expectation of finding what she sought. 

To her annoyance none of the keys on Gerald’s bunch 
fitted the drawer in question. Not to be defeated, Alix 
went into the other rooms and brought back a selection of 
keys with her. To her satisfaction the key of the spare 
room wardrobe also fitted the chest of drawers. She un¬ 
locked the drawer and pulled it open. But there was 
nothing in it but a roll of newspaper clippings already 
dirty and discoloured with age. 

Alix breathed a sigh of relief. Nevertheless, she glanced 
at the clippings, curious to know what subject had inter¬ 
ested Gerald so much that he had taken the trouble to 
keep the dusty roll. They were nearly all American papers, 
dated some seven years ago, and dealing with the trial of 
the notorious swindler and bigamist, Charles Lcmaitre. 
Lemaitre had been suspected of doing away with his women 
victims. A skeleton had been found beneath the floor of 
one of the houses he had rented, and most of the women 
he had married had never been heard of again. 

He had defended himself from the charge with consum¬ 
mate skill, aided by some of the best legal talent in the 
United States. The Scottish verdict of ‘ Not Proven ’ might 
perhaps have stated the case best. In its absence, he was 
found Not Guilty on the capital charge, though sentenced 

to a long term of imprisonment on the other charges 
preferred against him. 

remei ?k ere d the excitement caused by the case at 
the time, and also the sensation aroused by the escape of 
Lemaitrey-some three yeai^ <teter. He had never been 

'JP- 
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recaptured. The personality of the man and his extra¬ 
ordinary power over women had been discussed at great 
length in the English papers at the time, together with an 
account of his excitability in court, his passionate protesta¬ 
tions, and his occasional sudden physical collapses, due to 
the fact that he had a weak heart, though the ignorant 
accredited it to his dramatic powers. 

There was a picture of him in one of the clippings Alix 
held, and she studied it with some interest—a long-bearded, 
scholarly looking gentleman. 

Who was it the face reminded her of? Suddenly, with a 
shock, she realized that it was Gerald himself. The eyes 
and brow bore a strong resemblance to his. Perhaps he 
had kept the cutting for that reason. Her eyes went on to 
the paragraph beside the picture. Certain dates, it seemed, 
had been entered in the accused’s pocket-book, and it was 
contended that these were dates when he had done away 
with his victims. Then a woman gave evidence and identi¬ 
fied the prisoner positively by the fact that he had a mole 
on his left wrist, just below the palm of the hand. 

Alix dropped the papers and swayed as she stood. On his 
left wrist, just below the paltn, her husband had a small scar. 

The room whirled round her. Afterwards it struck her as 
strange that she should have leaped at once to such absolute 
certainty. Gerald Martin was Charles Lemaitre! She knew 
it, and accepted it in a flash. Disjointed fragments whirled 
through her brain, like pieces of a jig-saw puzzle fitting into 

place. 

The money paid for the house—her money—her money 
only; the bearer bonds she had entrusted to his keeping. 
Even her dream appeared in its true significance. Deep 
down in her, her subconscious self had always feared Gerald 
Martin and wished to escape from him. And it was to Dick 
Windyford this self of hers had looked for help. That, too, 
was why she was able to accept the truth so easily, without 
doubt or hesitation. She was to have been another of 
Lemaitre’s victims. Very soon, perhaps ... 

A half-cry escaped her as she remembered something. 
Wednesday 9 p.m. The cellar, with the flagstones that were 
so easily raised! Once before he had buned one of his 
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victims in a cellar. It had been all planned for Wednesday 
night. But to write it down beforehand in that methodical 
manner—insanity! No, it was logical. Gerald always made 
a memorandum of his engagements: murder was to him a 
business proposition like any other. 

But what had saved her? What could possibly have 
saved her? Had he relented at the last minute? No. In 
a flash the answer came to her —old George. 

She understood now her husband’s uncontrollable anger. 
Doubtless he had paved the way by telling every one he 
met that they were going to London the next day. Then 
George had come to work unexpectedly, had mentioned 
London to her, and she had contradicted the story. Too 
risky to do away with her that night, with old George 
repeating that conversation. But what an escape! If she 
had not happened to mention that trivial matter—Alix 
shuddered. 

But there was no time to be lost. She must get away at 
once—before he came back. She hurriedly replaced the 
roll of clippings in the drawer, shut it, and locked it. 

And then she stayed motionless as though frozen to stone. 
She heard the creak of the gate into the road. Her husband 
had returned . 

For a moment Alix stayed as though petrified, then she 
crept on tiptoe to the window, looking out from behind 
the shelter of the curtain. 

Yes, it was her husband. He was smiling to himself and 
humming a little tune. In his hand he held an object which 
almost made the terrified girl’s heart stop beating. It was 
a brand-new spade. 

Alix leaped to a knowledge bom of instinct. It was to be 
to-night. 

But there was still a chance. Gerald, humming his little 
tu ?®» went r °und to the back of the house. 

Without hesitating a moment, she ran down the stairs 
and out of the cottage. But just as she emerged from the 

°‘°T-r kCTkusband came round the other side of the house, 
hurry ? ’°’ Sai< *’ * w ^ ere aie you running off to in such a 

Alix strove desperately to appear calm and as usual. Her 
chance was gone for the moment, but if she was careful not 
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to arouse his suspicions, it would come again later. Even 
now, perhaps . . . 

‘ I was going to walk to the end of the lane and back,’ she 
said in a voice that sounded weak and uncertain to her own 
ears. 

‘ Right,’ said Gerald. ‘ I ’ll come with you.’ 

‘No — please, Gerald. I’m — nervy, headachy — I’d 
rather go alone.’ 

He looked at her attentively. She fancied a momentary 
suspicion gleamed in his eye. 

‘What’s the matter with you, Alix? You’re pale — 
trembling.' 

‘Nothing.’ She forced herself to be brusque—smiling. 
‘I’ve got"a headache, that’s all. A walk will do me 
good.’ 

‘Well, it’s no good your saying you don’t want me, 
declared Gerald, with his easy laugh. I m coming, 
whether you want me or not.’ 

She dared not protest further. If he suspected that she 

knew ... . . . , 

With an effort she managed to regain something ot her 

normal manner. Yet she had an uneasy feeling that he 

looked at her sideways even,' now and then, as though not 

quite satisfied. She felt that his suspicions were not 

completely allayed. . 

When they returned to the house he insisted on her lying 

down, and brought some eau-de-Cologne to bathe her 
temples. He was, as ever, the devoted husband. Alix felt 
herself as helpless as though bound hand and foot in a trap. 

Not for a minute would he leave her alone. He went 
with her into the kitchen and helped her to bring in the 
simple cold dishes she had already prepared. Supper was 
a meal that choked her, yet she forced herself to eat, and 
even to appear gay and natural. She knew now that she 
was fighting for her life. She was alone with this man, 
miles from help, absolutely at his mercy. Her only chance 
was so to lull his suspicions that he would leave her alone 
for a few moments—long enough for her to get^ to the 
telephone in the hall and summon assistance. I hat %vas 

her onlv hope now. 

A momentary hope flashed over her as she remembered 
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how he had abandoned his plan before. Suppose she told 
him that Dick Windyford was coming up to see them that 
evening ? 

The words trembled on her lips—then she rejected them 
hastily. This man would not be baulked a second time. 
There was a determination, an elation, underneath his calm 
bearing that sickened her. She would only precipitate the 
crime. He would murder her there and then, and calmly 
ring up Dick Windyford with a tale of having been suddenly 
called away. Oh! if only Dick Windyford were coming to 
the house this evening! If Dick . . . 

A sudden idea flashed into her mind. She looked sharply 
sideways at her husband as though she feared that he might 
read her mind. With the forming of a plan, her courage 
was reinforced. She became so completely natural in 
manner that she marvelled at herself. 


She made the coffee and took it out to the porch where 
they often sat on fine evenings. 

‘By the way,’ said Gerald suddenly, ‘we’ll do those 
photographs later.’ 

Alix felt a shiver run through her, but she replied, non¬ 
chalantly: ‘Can’t you manage alone? I'm rather tired 
to-night.' 

' It won’t take long.’ He smiled to himself. ‘ And I can 
promise you you won’t be tired afterwards.’ 

The words seemed to amuse him. Alix shuddered. 
Now or never was the time to carry out her plan. 

She rose to her feet. 


I m just going to telephone to the butcher,' she 
announced nonchalantly. ‘Don’t you bother to move.’ 

‘ To the butcher ? At this time of night ? ' 

His shop s shut, of course, silly. But he's in his house 
all right. And to-morrow's Saturday, and I want him to 
rmg me some veal cutlets early, before someone else grabs 
them oft him. The old dear will do anything for me.’ 

, , . e , P asse d quickly into the house, closing the door 
ehmd her. She heard Gerald say: ‘Don’t shut the door,' 
and was quick with her light reply: ‘ It keeps the moths out 

the bu“siUy?■ y ° U 1 ' m g0inS ‘° make love to 

Once inside, she snatched down the telephone receiver 





s 
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and gave the number of the ‘Traveller’s Arms.’ She was 
put through at once. 

' Mr. Windyford ? Is he still there ? Can I speak to him ? ’ 
Then her heart gave a sickening thump. The door was 
pushed open and her husband came into the hall. 

‘Do go away, Gerald,’ she said pettishly. ‘I hate any 
one listening when I’m telephoning.’ 

He merely laughed and threw himself into a chair. 

‘Sure it really is the butcher you 're telephoning to? ’ he 
quizzed. 

Alix was in despair. Her plan had failed. In a minute 
Dick Windyford would come to the phone. Should she risk 

all and cry out an appeal for help? 

And then, as she nervously depressed and released the 
little key in the receiver she was holding, which permits the 
voice to be heard or not heard at the other end, another 
plan flashed into her head. 

‘It will be difficult,’ she thought to herself. ‘It means 
keeping my head, and thinking of the right words, and not 
faltering for a moment, but I believe I could do it. I must 

d °And at that minute she heard Dick Windyford’s voice at 

the other end of the ’phone. , . , 

Alix drew a deep breath. Then she depressed the key 


firmly and spoke. . 

'Mrs. Martin speaking—from Philomel Cottage. Please 

come (she released the key) to-morrow morning with six 

nice veal cutlets (she depressed the key again). It s very 

important (she released the key). Thank you so much, 

Mr. Hexworthy; you don’t mind my ringing you up so 

late I hope, but those veal cutlets are really a matter ot 

(she depressed the key again) life or death (she released 

it). Very well—to-morrow morning (she depressed it) as 

soon us possible . - * 

She replaced the receiver on the hook and turned to tace 

her husband, breathing hard. . 

‘So that's how you talk to your butcher, is it? said 


Gerald. . . . , . 

‘ It's the feminine touch, said Alix lightly. 

She was simmering with excitement. He had suspected 

nothing. Dick, even if he didn't understand, would come. 
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She passed into the sitting-room and switched on the 
electric light. Gerald followed her. 

‘You seem very full of spirits now? ’ he said, watching her 
curiously. 

‘Yes,’ said Alix. ‘My headache's gone.' 

She sat down in her usual seat and smiled at her husband 
as he sank into his own chair opposite her. She was saved. 
It was only five-and-twenty past eight. Long before nine 
o’clock Dick would have arrived. 

‘I didn’t think much of that coffee you gave me,' com¬ 
plained Gerald. ‘It tasted very bitter.' 

'It's a new kind I was trying. We won't have it again 
if you don’t like it, dear.' 

Alix took up a piece of needlework and began to stitch. 
Gerald read a few pages of his book. Then he glanced up 
at the clock and tossed the book away. 

‘Half-past eight. Time to go down to the cellar and 
start work.' 


The sewing slipped from Alix’s fingers. 

‘Oh, not yet. Let us wait until nine o’clock.' 

‘No, my girl—half-past eight. That's the time I fixed. 
You '11 be able to get to bed all the earlier.' 

‘But I'd rather wait until nine.' 

You know when I fix a time, I always stick to it. Come 

a Ar’ ^ m n °t going to wait a minute longer.’ 

Alix looked up at him, and in spite of herself she felt a 
wave of terror slide over her. The mask had been lifted. 
Gerald s hands were twitching, his eyes were shining with 
excitement, he was continually passing his tongue over his 
dry lip s . He no longer cared to conceal his excitement. 

Alix thought: ‘It's true —he can't wait —he's like a 
madman. 


_ ? e j tr ° d . e OV( : r to k er * an d jerked her on to her feet with 
a hand on her shoulder. 

Come on, my girl—or I '11 carry you there.' 

k ut there was an undisguised ferocity 
? that /W^d her. With a supreme effort she 
L o e , er self free and clung cowering against the wall 
j ^he couldn’t get away—she couldn’i 

d ‘ g h gr and ' hC WaS comin & towards her. 
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‘No—no.' 

She screamed, her hands held out impotently to ward 
him off. 

* Gerald—stop—I ’ve got something to tell you, some¬ 
thing to confess-’ |‘ ' / 

He did stop. '\\. ‘ : 

‘To confess? ’ he said curiously. 

4 Yes, to confess/ She had used the words at random, 
but she went on desperately, seeking to hold his arrested 

attention. 

A look of contempt swept over his face. 

‘A former lover, I suppose,' he sneered. 

‘No,' said Alix. ‘Something else. You d call it, I 

expect—yes, you'd call it a crime.’ 

And at once she saw that she had struck the right note. 
Again his attention was arrested, held. Seeing that, her 
nerve came back to her. She felt mistress of the situation 


once more. . , , • , • 

‘You had better sit down again, she said quietly. 

She herself crossed the room to her old chair and sat 
down. She even stooped and picked up her needlework. 
But behind her calmness she was thinking and inventing 
feverishly; for the story she invented must hold his interest 

U " t X 1 told P you, 1,V sht said slowly, ‘ that I had been a shorthand- 
typist for fifteen years. That was not entirely true. There 
were two intervals. The first occurred when I was twenty- 
two. I came across a man, an elderly man with a little 
property. He fell in love with me and asked me to marry 
him. I accepted. We were married. She paused. I 

induced him to insure his life in my favour. 

She saw a sudden keen interest spring up in her husband 

face and went on with renewed assurance: 

‘ During the war I worked for a time in a hospital dis- 
pensar? There I had the handling of all kinds of rare 

dr She paused 'reflectively. He was keenly interested now, 
not a doubt of it. The murderer is bound to have an m 
terest in murder. She had gambled on that, and succeeded. 
She stole a glance at the clock. It was five-and-twenty to 

nine. 
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‘There is one poison—it is a little white powder. A 
pinch of it means death. You know something about 
poisons, perhaps?’ 

She put the question is some trepidation. If lie did, she 
would have to be careful. 

‘No/ said Gerald; ‘I know very little about them.’ 

She drew a breath of relief. 

‘You have heard of hyoscine, of course? This is a drug 
that acts much the same way, but is absolutely untraceable. 
Any doctor would give a certificate of heart failure. I stole 
a small quantity of this drug and kept it by me.' 

She paused, marshalling her forces. | I , „ / • 

‘Go on/ said Gerald. 

‘No. I’m afraid. I can’t tell you. Another time.’ 

‘Now,’ he said impatiently. * I want to hear.’ 

‘We had been married a month. I was very good to 
my elderly husband, very kind and devoted. He spoke in 
praise of me to all the neighbours. Every one knew what a 
devoted wife I was. I always made his coffee myself every 
evening. One evening, when we were alone together, I put 
a pinch of the deadly alkaloid in his cup-’ 

Alix paused, and carefully re-threaded her needle. She, 
who had never acted in her life, rivalled the greatest actress 
in the world at this moment. She was actually living the 
part of the cold-blooded poisoner. 

‘It was very peaceful. I sat watching him. Once he 
gasped a little and asked for air. I opened the window. 
Then he said he could not move from his chair. Presently 
he died .’ 

She stopped, smiling. It was a quarter to nine. Surely 
they would come soon. 

‘How much,' said Gerald, ‘was the insurance money?’ 

‘About two thousand pounds. I speculated with it, and 
lost it. I went back to my office work. But I never meant 
to remain there long. Then I met another man. I had 
stuck to my maiden name at the office. He didn't know 
I had been married before. He was a younger man, rather 
good-looking, and quite well off. We were married quietly 
in Sussex. He didn’t want to insure his life, but of course 
he made a will in my favour. He liked me to make his 
coffee myself just as my first husband had done/ 
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Alix smiled reflectively, and added simply: ‘ I make very 
good coffee.' 

Then she went on: 

‘ I had several friends in the village where we were living. 
They were very sorry for me, with my husband dying 
suddenly of heart failure one evening after dinner. I didn’t 
quite like the doctor. I don’t think he suspected me, but he 
was certainly very surprised at my husband’s sudden death. 
I don't quite know why I drifted back to the office again. 
Habit, I suppose. My second husband left about four 
thousand pounds. I didn’t speculate with it this time; I 

invested it. Then, you see-’ 

But she was interrupted. Gerald Martin, his face 
suffused with blood, half choking, was pointing a shaking 


forefinger at her. 

'The coffee—my God! the coffee!' 

She stared at him. 

‘I understand now why it was bitter. You devil! 
You’ve been up to your tricks again.' 

His hands gripped the arms of his chair. He was ready 

to spring upon her. 

‘You've poisoned me.' 

Alix had retreated from him to the fire-place. Now, 
terrified, she opened her lips to deny—and then paused. 
In another minute he would spring upon her. She sum¬ 
moned all her strength. Her eyes held his steadily, 

compellingly. 

‘ Yes,’ she said. ‘ I poisoned you. Already the poison is 
working. At this minute you can't move from your chair 

you can’t move- 

If she could keep him there—even a few minutes • • • 
Ah i what was that ? Footsteps on the road. The creak 
of the gate. Then footsteps on the path outside. Ike 


outer door opening. 

‘You can’t move’ she said again. 

Then she Slipped past him and fled headlong from the 

room to fall fainting into Dick Windyford’s arms. 

‘ Mv God! Alix,'he cried. . 

Then he turned to the man with him, a tall, stalwart 

figure in policeman s uniform. . * 

‘Go and see what's been happening in that room. 
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half the errors made by mankind throughout the ages. But, 
to demonstrate my meaning, I will outline a couple of 
theories which fit in with all the reported facts. Mr. Far- 
quharson may have been struck by an assailant who left the 
train before its arrival at Tilbury, and who disposed of the 
weapon in some way. On the other hand, he may have 
leant out of the window, and been struck by some object at 
the side of the line, or even by a passing train, if he was at 
the right-hand side of the carriage, looking in the direction 
in which the train was going. Of course, as I wish to 
emphasize, a knowledge of all the facts, not only those con¬ 
tained in this brief paragraph, would probably render both 
these theories untenable.' 

Hanslet smiled. He knew well enough from experience 
the professor’s passion for facts and his horror of conjecture. 

‘Well, I don't suppose the case will come my way,’ he said 
-,^as he turned towards the door. ‘ But if it does I 'll let you 
° know what transpires. I shouldn’t wonder if we know the 
whole story in a day or two. It looks simple enough. Well 
good night, sir.’ 

The professor waited till the front door had closed behind 
him. ‘I have always remarked that Hanslet’s difficulties 
are comparatively easy of solution, but that what he calls 
simple problems completely baffle his powers of reasoning. 
I should not be surprised if we heard from him again very 
shortly.' 

As usual, the professor was right. Hanslet's first visit 
had been on Saturday evening. On the following Tuesday, 
at about the same time, he called again, with a peculiarly 
triumphant expression on his face. 

‘You remember that Farquharson business, don’t you, 
professor?’ he began without preliminary. ‘Well, it did 
come my way, after all. The Essex police called Scotland 
Yard in, and I was put on to it. I've solved the whole 
thing in under forty-eight hours. Not a bad piece of work, 
eh ? Mr. Farquharson was murdered by-’ 

Dr. Priestley held up his hand protestingly. ‘My dear 
inspector, I am not the least concerned with the murderer 
of this Mr. Farquharson. As I have repeatedly told you, 
my interest in these matters is purely theoretical, and 
confined to the processes of deduction. You are beginning 
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your story at the wrong end. If you wish me to listen to it, 
you must first tell me the full facts, then explain the course 
of your investigations, step by step/ 

'Very well, sir,' replied Hanslet, somewhat crestfallen. 
'The first fact I learnt was how Farquharson was killed. 
It appeared at first sight that he had been struck a terrific 
blow by some weapon like a pole-axe. There was a wound 
about two inches across on the right side of his head. But, 
at the post-mortem, this was found to have been caused 
by a bullet from an ordinary service rifle, which was found 
embedded in his brain.' 

'Ah!' remarked the professor. ‘A somewhat unusual 
instrument of murder, surely? What position did the body 
occupy in the carriage when it was found? ’ 

‘ Oh, in the right-hand comer, facing the engine, I believe,' 
replied Hanslet impatiently. ‘ But that’s of no importance, 
as you '11 see. The next step, obviously, was to find out 
something about Farquharson, and why any one should 
want to murder him. The discovery of a motive is a very 
great help in an investigation like this. Farquharson lived 
with his daughter in a biggish house near a place called 
Stanford-le-Hope, on the line between Tilbury and South- 
end. On Saturday last he left his office, which is close to 
Fenchurch Street station, about one o’clock. He lunched 
at a restaurant near by, and caught the 2.15 at Fenchurch 
Street. As this was the train in which his dead body was 
found, I need hardly detail the inquiries by which I dis¬ 
covered these facts.' 

The professor nodded. ‘I am prepared to take your 

word for them,' he said. . 

‘Very well, now let us come to the motive,’ continued 
Hanslet. ‘Farquharson was in business with his nephew, 
a rather wild young fellow named Robert Halliday. It 
seems that this young man’s mother, Farquharson’s sister, 
had a good deal of money in the business, and was very 
anxious that her son should carry it on after Farquharson s 
death. She died a couple of years ago, leaving rather a 
curious will, by which all her money was to remain in her 
brother’s business, and was to revert to her son only at her 

brother’s death.’ . , , 

The professor rubbed his hands. ‘Ah, the indispensable 
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motive begins to appear!’ he exclaimed with a sarcastic 
smile. ‘I am sure that you feel that no further facts are 
necessary, inspector. It follows, of course, that young 
Halliday murdered his uncle to secure the money. You 
described him as a wild young man, I think? Really, the 
evidence is most damning! ’ 

‘It’s all very well for you to laugh at me, professor,' 
replied Hanslet indignantly. * I ’ll admit that you've 
given me a line on things that I couldn’t find for myself, 
often enough. But in this case there’s no possible shadow 
of doubt about what happened. What would you say if 
I told you that Halliday actually travelled in the very 
train in which his uncle’s body was found ?' 

‘ Speaking without a full knowledge of the facts, I should 
say that this rather tended to establish his innocence,' said 
the professor gravely. 

Hanslet winked knowingly. ‘Ah, but that's by no 
means all,’ he replied. ‘Halliday is a Territorial, and he 
left London on Saturday afternoon in uniform, and carrying 
a rifle. It seems that, although he's very keen, he’s a 
shocking bad marksman, and a member of a sort of awk¬ 
ward squad which goes down occasionally to Purfleet ranges 
to practise. Purfleet is a station between London and 
Tilbury. Halliday got out there, fired a number of rounds, 
and returned to London in the evening.’ 

Dear, dear, I’m sorry for that young man,’ remarked the 

professor. First we have a motive, then an opportunity. 

Of course, he travelled in the same carriage as his uncle, 

levelled his musket at his head, inflicted a fearful wound, 

and decamped. Why, there’s hardly a weak link in the 
whole chain.’ 


‘It wasn’t quite as simple as that,’ replied Hanslet 
patiently. He certainly didn’t travel in the same carriage 
as his uncle since that very morning they had quarrelled 
violently. Farquharson, who was rather a strict old boy, 
didn t approve of his nephew’s ways. Not that I can 
find out much against him, but he's a bit of a young blood, 

\ He travelle d third class, and 

swears that he didn t know his uncle was on the train.’ 

the prifSTor quleUy^^ ata * dy * haVe ^' said 
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‘ I have,’ replied Hanslet. ' His story is that he nearly 
missed the train, jumped into it at the last moment, in fact. 
Somewhere after Barking he found himself alone, and that's 
all he told me. When I asked him what he was doing 
scrambling along the footboard outside the train between 
Dagenham and Rainham, he became very confused, and 
explained that on putting his head out of the window he 
had seen another member of the awkward squad a few 
carriages away, and made up his mind to join him. He 
gave me the man’s name, and when I saw him he confirmed 
Halliday’s story.' 

‘Really, inspector, your methods are masterly,’ said the 
professor. ‘ How did you know that he had been on the 
footboard?’ 

‘ A man working on the line had seen a soldier in uniform, 
with a rifle slung over his back, in this position,' replied 
Hanslet triumphantly. 

‘And you immediately concluded that this man must be 
Halliday,' commented the professor. ‘Well, guesses must 
hit the truth sometimes, I suppose. What exactly is your 
theory of the crime? ' 

‘It seems plain enough,’ replied Hanslet. ‘Halliday had 
watched his uncle enter the train, then jumped into a 
carriage close to his. At a predetermined spot he clam¬ 
bered along with his loaded rifle, shot him through the 
window, then, to avert suspicion, joined his friend, whom 
he had also seen enter the train, a little further on. It s 

as plain as a pikestaff to me.’ 

‘So it appears,' remarked the professor dryly. What 
steps do you propose to take in the matter ? ’ 

‘ I propose to arrest Halliday at the termination of the 
inquest,' replied Hanslet complacently. 

The professor made no reply to this for several seconds. 

‘ I think it would be to everybody’s advantage if you con¬ 
sulted me again before doing so,' he said at last. 

A cloud passed for an instant over Hanslet's face. f 
will, if you think it would do any good,' he replied. But 
you must see for yourself that I have enough evidence to 

secure a conviction from any jury.' 

‘That is just what disquiets me,' returned the professor 
quickly. ‘ You cannot expect the average juryman to have 
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an intelligence superior to yours, you know. I have your 
promise ? ’ 

'Certainly, if you wish it,’ replied Hanslet rather huffily. 
He changed the subject abruptly, and a few minutes later 
he rose and left the house. 

In the course of our normal routine I forgot the death of 
Mr. Farquharson entirely. It was not until the following 
afternoon, when Mary the parlourmaid entered the study 
with the announcement that a Miss Farquharson had called 
and begged that she might see the professor immediately, 
that the matter recurred to me. 


‘Miss Farquharson!’ I exclaimed. ‘Why, that must be 
the daughter of the fellow who was murdered the other day. 
Hanslet said he had a daughter, you remember.' 

‘ The balance of probability would appear to favour that 
theory,' replied the professor acidly. ‘Yes, I '11 see her. 
Show Miss Farquharson in, please, Mary.’ 

Miss Farquharson came in, and the professor greeted her 
with his usual courtesy. 'To what do I owe the pleasure 
of this visit ?' he inquired. 

Miss Farquharson hesitated a moment or two before she 


replied. She was tall and fair, dressed in deep mourning, 
with an elusive prettiness which I, at least, found most 
attractive. And even before she spoke, I guessed something 
of the truth from the flush which suffused her face at the 
professor’s question. 

I m afraid you may think this an unpardonable intru¬ 
sion,’ she said at last. ‘Tl* truth is that Bob—Mr. 
Halliday who is my cousin, has heard of you and begged 
me to come and see you.’ 

The professor frowned. He hated his name becoming 
known in connection with any of the investigations which 
he undertook, but in spite of all his efforts, many people 
had come to know of his hobby. Miss Farquharson took 
fus frown for a sign of disapproval, and continued with an 
irresistible tone of pleading in her voice. 

onl J 1 a f. a . 1 “ t k°P e 1 came to you,’ she said. 

It s all so awful that I feel desperate. I expect you know 

that my father was found dead last Saturday in a train at 
Iflbury, while he was on his way home? ’ 

The professor nodded. ' I am aware of some of the facts * 
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he replied non-committally. ‘ I need not trouble you to 
repeat them. But in what way can I be of assistance to 
you ? ' 

‘ It's too terrible! ’ she exclaimed with a sob. ' The police 
suspect Bob of having murdered him. They haven’t said 
so, but they have been asking him all sorts of dreadful 
questions. Bob thought perhaps you might be able to do 
something-’ 

Her voice tailed away hopelessly under the professor’s 
unwinking gaze. 

'My dear young lady, I am not a magician,' he replied. 
‘I may as well tell you that I have seen Inspector Hanslet, 
who has what he considers a convincing case against your 
cousin.' 

‘But you don’t believe it, do you. Doctor Priestley?' 
interrupted Miss Farquharson eagerly. 

‘I can only accept the inspector’s statements as he gave 
them to me,’ replied the professor. ‘ I know nothing of the 
case beyond what he has told me. Perhaps you would allow 
me to ask you a few questions? ' 

‘Of course!' she exclaimed. ‘I ’ll tell you everything I 
can.' 

The professor inclined his head with a gesture of thanks. 
‘Was your father in the habit of travelling by the 2.15 
train from Fenchurch Street on Saturday afternoons?' 

‘No,’ replied Miss Farquharson with decision. ‘Only 
when he was kept later than usual at the office. His usual 
custom was to come liome to a late lunch.’ 

‘ I see. Now, can you tell me the reason for the quarrel 
between him and your cousin? ’ 

This time Miss Farquharson’s reply was not so prompt. 
She lowered her head so that we could not see her face, and 
kept silence for a moment. Then, as though she had made 
up her mind, she spoke suddenly. 

‘I see no harm in telling you. As a matter of fact, Bob 
and I have been in love with one another for a long time, 
and Bob decided to tell my father on Saturday morning. 
Father was rather old-fashioned, and he didn't altogether 
approve of Bob. Not that there was any harm in anything 
he did, but father couldn’t understand that a young man 
liked to amuse himself. There was quite a scene when Bob 
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told him, and father refused to hear anything about it until 
Bob had reformed, as he put it. But I know that Bob 
didn’t kill him,’ she concluded entreatingly. 'It ’s impos¬ 
sible for anybody who knew him to believe he could. \ ou 
don’t believe it, do you? ’ 

* No, I do not believe it,’ replied the professor slowly. ' If 
it is any consolation to you and Mr. Halliday, I may tell you 
in confidence that I never have believed it. When is the 


inquest to be? ’ 

A look of deep thankfulness overspread her features. ‘ I 
am more grateful to you than I can say, Doctor Priestley,’ 
she said earnestly. ‘The inquest? On Saturday morning. 
Will you be there? ’ 

The professor shook his head. ‘No, I shall not be there,’ 
he replied. ‘You see, it is not my business. But I shall 
take steps before then to make certain inquiries. I do not 
wish to raise your hopes unduly, but it is possible that I may 
be able to divert suspicion from Mr. Halliday. More than 
that I cannot say.’ 

Tears of thankfulness came to her eyes. ‘ I can’t tell you 
what this means to Bob and me,’ she said. ‘He has been 


terribly distressed. He quite understands that things look 
very black against him, and he cannot suggest who could 
have wanted to kill my father.^£ather hadn’t an enemy 
in the world, poor dear.’ 

'You are sure of that? ’ rem^SBtejjrf^fifessor. 

* Q uite .' she replied positively£w^^Mjp?very detail of his 
life, he never hid the smallest me.’ 

And after a further short anBHpjBSportant conversation 
she took her leave of us. 

The professor sat silent for some minutes after her depar¬ 
ture. Poor girl! he said at last. 'To lose her father so 
tragically, and then to see the man she loves accused of his 
murder! We must see what we can do to help her, Harold. 

I?.?,** 16 one- i n ch map of the country between London 
a na lilbury, and a time-table of the Southend trains.’ 

I hastened to obey him, and for an hour or more he pored 
6 w ? rkin S upon it with a rule and a protractor. 

, e . °* period he looked up and spoke abruptly. 
, * ren ^ r , kabl y interesting, more so than I imagined 
at first it would be. Run out and buy me the sheets of the 
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six-inch survey which cover Rainham and Purfleet. I think 
we shall need them.’ 

I bought the maps he required and returned with them. 
For the rest of the day he busied himself with these, and it 
was not until late in the evening that he spoke to me again. 

‘ Really my boy, this problen^is beginning to interest me,' 
he said. ‘ There are many points about it which are dis¬ 
tinctly baffling. We must examine the country on the spot. 
There is a train to Purfleet, I see, at 10.30 to-morrow morning.' 

‘Have you formed any theory, sir?' I inquired eagerly. 
The vision of Miss Farquharson, and her conviction of her 
cousin’s innocence, had impressed me in her favour. 

The professor scowled at me. ‘ How often am I to tell 
you that facts are all that matter?' he replied. ‘Our 
journey to-morrow will be for the purpose of ascertaining 
facts. Until we know these, it would be waste of time to 
indulge in conjecture.' 

He did not mention the subject again until the next 
morning, when we were seated in the train to Purfleet. He 
had chosen an empty first-class carriage, and himself took 
the right-hand corner facing the engine. He said nothing 
until the train was travelling at a good speed, and then he 
addressed me suddenly. 

'You are a good shot with a rifle, are you not?' he 
inquired. 

‘ I used to be pretty fair /1 replied in astonishment. ‘ But 
I don't think I've had in my hand since the war.’ 

‘Well, take my stiSkpand hold it as you would a rifle. 
Now go to the" far end of the carriage and lean against the 
door. That's right. Point'your stick at my right eye, as 
though you were going to shoot at it. Stand like that a 
minute. Thank you, that will do.’ 

He turned away from me, took a pair of field-glasses from 
a case he was carrying, and began to survey the country 
through the window on his side. This he continued to do 
until the train drew up at Purfleet and we dismounted on 

to the platform. - 

‘Ah, a lovely day!' he exclaimed. ‘Not too warm for a 

little walking. We will make our first call at Purfleet 
ranges. This was where young Holiday came to do his 
shooting, .you remember.’ ' / 1 
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We made our way to the ranges, and were lucky enough 
to find the warden at home. Dr. Priestley had, when he 
chose, a most ingratiating way with him, and he and the 
warden were very shortly engaged in an animated con¬ 
versation. 

'By the way,’ inquired the professor earnestly, 'was 
there any firing going on here between half-past two and 
three on Saturday last ? ' 

The range-warden scratched his head with a thoughtful 
expression on his face. ‘Let me see, now, last Saturday 
afternoon? We had a squad of Territorials here on Satur- ' 
day afternoon, but they didn’t arrive till after three. Lord, 
they was queer hands with a rifle, some of them. Much as 
they could do to hit the target at all at three hundred. They 
won’t never make marksmen, however hard they try.’ 

‘ Isn’t it rather dangerous to allow such wild shots to fire 
at all ? ' suggested the professor. 

‘God bless your heart, sir, it’s safe enough,’ replied the 
range-warden. ‘There's never been an accident the whole 
time I ’ve been here. They can’t very well miss the butts, 
and even if they did, there ’s nobody allowed on the marshes 
when firing's going on.’ 

‘ That is comforting, certainly,’ said the professor. ‘ Apart 
from this squad, you had nobody else ? ’ 

The range-warden shook his head. ‘ No, sir, they was the 
only people on the range that day.' 

' I suppose it is part of your duty to issue ammunition ? ' 
inquired the professor. 

' As a rule, sir. But, as it happens, this particular squad 
always brings their own with them.' 

The professor continued his conversation for a little 
longer, then prepared to depart. 

‘ I’m sure I *m very much obliged to you,’ he said as he 
shook hands. ‘ By the way, I believe there are other ranges 
about here somewhere ? ’ 

That s right, sir,’ replied the range-warden. ‘Over 
yonder, beyond the butts. Rainham ranges, they 're called. ’ 

Is there any objection to my walking across the marshes 
to them ? 

Not a bit, sir. There’s no firing to-day. Just keep 
straight on past the butts, and you ’ll come to them.’ 



260 JOHN RHODE 

The professor and I started on our tramp, the professor 
pausing every hundred yards or so to look about him 
through his field-glasses and to verify his position on the 
map. We reached the Rainham ranges at last, discovered 
the warden, who fell under the influence of the professor’s 
charm as readily as his colleague at Purfleet had done, and 
opened the conversation with him in much the same style. 

‘On Saturday afternoon last, between half-past two and 
three ? ' replied the warden to the professor’s inquiry. ‘ Well, 
sir, not what you might call any shooting. There was a 
party from Woolwich, with a new sort of light machine-gun, 
something like a Lewis. But they wasn’t shooting, only 
testing.’ 

‘ Wiiat is the difference? ’ asked the professor. 

‘Well, sir, by testing I mean they had the thing held in a 
clamp, so that it couldn’t move. The idea is to keep it 
pointing in exactly the same direction, instead of wobbling 
about as it might if a man was holding it. They use a 
special target, and measure up the distance between the 
various bullet-holes on it when they’ve finished.' 

‘I see,' replied the professor. ‘I wonder if you would 
mind showing me where they were firing from ? ’ 

‘Certainly, sir, it's close handy.’ The range-warden led 
us to a firing-point near by, and pointed out the spot on 
which the stand had been erected. 

'That's the place, sir. They were firing at number io 
target over yonder. A thousand yards it is, and wonderful 
accurate the new gun seemed. Shot the target to pieces, 
they did.' 

The professor made no reply, but took out his map and 
drew a line upon it from the firing-point to the butts. The 
line, when extended, led over a tract of desolate marshes 
until it met the river. 

‘There is very little danger on these ranges, it appears,' 
remarked the professor, with a note of annoyance in his 
voice. ' If a shot missed the butts altogether, it could only 
fall into the river, far away from any frequented spot.’ 

‘That's what they were laid out for,' replied the range- 
warden. ‘You see, on the other side there’s a house or 
two, to say nothing of the road and the railway. It 
wouldn’t do to have any stray rounds falling among them.' 
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‘It certainly would not,’ replied the professor absently. 
‘I see by the map that Rainham station is not far beyond 
the end of the ranges. Is there any objection to my walking 
to it past the butts? ’ 

‘None at all, sir, it's the best way to get there when there's 
no firing on. Thank you, sir, it's been no trouble at all.’ 

We started to walk down the ranges, a puzzled frown on 
the professor’s face. Every few yards he stopped and 
examined the country through his glasses, or pulled out the 
map and stared at it with an absorbed expression. We had 
reached the butts before he said a word, and then it was not 
until we had climbed to the top of them that he spoke. 

‘Very puzzling, very!' he muttered. ‘There must, of 
course, be some explanation. A mathematical deduction 
from facts can never be false. But I wish I could discover 
the explanation.’ 

He was looking through his field-glasses as he spoke, and 
suddenly his attention became riveted upon an object in 
front of him. Without waiting for me he hurried down the 
steep sides of the butts, and almost ran towards a flagstaff 
standing a couple of hundred yards on the far side of them. 
When he arrived at the base of it, he drew a couple of lines 
on the map, walked half round the flagstaff and gazed 
intently through his glasses. By the time I had caught up 
with him he had put the glasses back in their case, and 
was smiling benevolently. 

We can return to town by the next train, my boy,’ he 

said cheerfully. ‘I have ascertained everything I wished 
to know.' 


He refused to say a word until our train was running into 
Fenchurch Street station. Then suddenly he turned to me. 

I am going to the War Office,’ he said curtly. ‘ Will you 
go to Scotland Yard, see Inspector Hanslet, and ask him to 
come to Westboume Terrace as soon as he can? ’ 

ound Hanslet, after some little trouble, and gave him 
the professor s message. 

„ ^ ) i ^ _ t Farquharson business, I 

ppose. he replied. Well, I '11 come if the professor wants 
to see me. But I ve got it all fixed up without his help.’ 

true , to promise, and the professor 
greeted him with a pleasant smile. 
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‘Good evening, inspector, I'm glad you were able to 
come. Will you be particularly busy to-morrow morning? ’ 

‘I don’t think so, professor,' replied Hanslet in a puzzled 
voice. ‘Do you want me to do anything?' 

‘ Well, if you can spare the time, I should like to introduce 
you to the murderer of Mr. Farquharson,' said the professor 
casually. 

Hanslet lay back in his chair and laughed. ‘ Thanks very 
much, professor, but I've met him already,' he replied. ‘ It 
would be a waste of your time, I'm afraid.’ 

‘Never mind,’ said the professor, with a tolerant smile. 
‘ I assure you that it will be worth your while to spend the 
morning with me. Will you meet me by the bookstall at 
Charing Cross at half-past ten? ’ 

Hanslet reflected for a moment. The professor had never 
yet led him on a wild-goose chase, and it might be worth 
while to humour him. 

‘All right,’ he replied reluctantly. ‘I '11 come. But I 
warn you it's no good.’ 

The professor smiled, but said nothing. Hanslet took 
his leave of us, and the professor appeared to put all 
thought of the Farquharson case out of his head. 

We met again at Charing Cross the next day. The pro¬ 
fessor had taken tickets to Woolwich, and we got out of the 
train there and walked to the gates of the arsenal. The 
professor took an official letter out of his pocket, which he 
gave to the porter. In a few minutes we were led to an 
office, where a young officer rose to greet us. 

‘Good morning, Doctor Priestley,’ he said. ‘Colonel 
Conyngham rang me up to say that you were coming. You 
want to see the stand we use for testing the new automatic 
rifle? It happens to be in the yard below, being repaired. 

‘ Being repaired? ' repeated the professor quickly. ' May 

I ask what is the matter with it?' 

‘Oh, nothing serious. We used it at Rainham the other 
day, and the clamp broke just as we were finishing a series. 
We had fired ninety-nine rounds out of a hundred, when the 
muzzle of the gun slipped up. I don't know what happened 
to the round. I suppose it went into the river somewhere. 
Beastly nuisance, we shall have to go down and start all 
over again.’ 
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' Ah! * exclaimed the professor, in a satisfied tone. ‘ That 
explains it. But I wouldn’t use number 10 target again, if 
I were you. Can we see this stand? ’ 

‘Certainly,’replied the officer. ‘Come along.’ 

He led us into the yard, where a sort of tripod with a 
clamp at the head of it was standing. The professor looked 
at it earnestly for some moments, then turned to Hanslet. 

‘There you see the murderer of Mr. Farquharson,’ he 
said quietly. 

Of course Hanslet, the officer, and myself bombarded him 
with questions, which he refused to answer until we had 
returned to London and were seated in his study. Then, 
fixing his eyes upon the ceiling and putting the tips of his 
fingers together, he began. 

‘It was, to any intelligent man, perfectly obvious that 
there are half a dozen reasons why young Halliday could 
not have shot his uncle. In the first place, he must have 
fired at very close range, from one side or other of the 
carriage, and a rifle bullet fired at such a range, although 
it very often makes a very extensive wound of entry, does 
not stay in a man’s brain. It travels right through his 
head, with very slightly diminished velocity. Next, if 
Halliday fired at his uncle at all, it must have been from 
the left-hand side of the carriage. Had he fired from the 
right-hand side, the muzzle of the weapon would have been 
almost touching his victim, and there would have been 
signs of burning or blackening round the wound. Do you 
admit this, inspector? ’ 

Of course,’ replied Hanslet. ‘ My theory always has 
been that he fired from the left-hand side.’ 

‘Very well,’ said the professor quickly. ‘Now Halliday 
is notoriously a very bad shot, hence his journey to Purfleet. 
Harold, on the contrary, is a good shot. Yet, during our 
expedition of yesterday, I asked him to aim at my right eye 
with a stick while the train was in motion. I found that 
never for an instant could he point the stick at it. I find 
it impossible to believe that a bad shot, firing from the 
lootboard and therefore compelled to use one hand at least 
to retain his hold, could shoot a man on the far side of the 
carnage exactly on the temple.’ 

The professor paused, and Hanslet looked at him doubtfully. 
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‘ It all sounds very plausible, professor, but until you can 
produce a better explanation I shall continue to believe 
that my own is the correct one.’ 

‘Exactly. It was to verify a theory which I had formed 
that I carried out my investigations. It was perfectly 
obvious to me, from your description of the wound, that 
it had been inflicted by a bullet very near the end of 
its flight, and therefore possessing only enough velocity to 
penetrate the skull without passing through it. This meant 
that it had been fired from a considerable distance away. 
Upon consulting the map, I discovered that there were two 
rifle ranges near the railway between London and Tilbury. 
I could not help feeling that the source of the bullet was 
probably one of these ranges. It was, at all events, a 
possibility worth investigating. 

'But at the outset I was faced with what seemed an in¬ 
superable objection. I deduced from the map, a deduction 
subsequently verified by examination of the ground, that a 
round fired at any of the targets on either range would take 
a direction away from the railway. I also discovered that 
the only rounds fired while the train in which Mr. Farquhar- 
son's body was found was passing the ranges were by an 
experimental party from the arsenal. This party employed 
a special device which eliminated any inaccuracy due to the 
human element. At this point it occurred to me that my 
theory was incapable of proof, although I still adhered to 

my view that it was correct.’ 

The professor paused and Hanslet ventured to remark. 

‘ I still do not see how you can prove that the breakage of 
the clamp could have been responsible,’ he said. ‘The 
direction of the bullet remained the same, and only its 
elevation was affected. By your own showing, the last 
shot fired from the machine must have landed in the 

marshes or the river.’ 

• i knew very well that notwithstanding the apparent 
impossibility, this must have been the bullet which killed 
Mr Farquharson,’ replied the professor equably, 
climbed the butts behind the target at which the arsenal 
party had been firing, and while there I made an 1 » teres " 
ing discovery which solved the difficulty at once. 
in line with number io target and some distance behind 
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was a flagstaff. Further, upon examination of this flagstaff 

I discovered that it was made of steel. 

' Now the map had told me that there was only a short 
stretch of line upon which a train could be struck by a 
bullet deflected by this flagstaff. If this had indeed been 
the case, I knew exactly where to look for traces, and at my 
first inspection I found them. High up on the staff is a scar 
where the paint has recently been removed. To my mind the 
cause of Mr. Farquharson's death is adequately explained.’ 

Hanslet whistled softly. ' By Jove, there's something in 
it!’ he exclaimed. ‘Your theory, I take it, is that Par- 
quharson was struck by a bullet deflected by the flagstaff? ' 

‘ Of course,’ replied the professor. ‘ He was sitting on the 
right-hand side of the carriage, facing the engine. He was 
struck on the right side of the head, which supports the 
theory of a bullet coming through the open window. A 
bullet deflected in this way usually turns over and over for 
the rest of its flight, which accounts for the size of the 
wound. Have you any objection to offer?’ 

‘Not at the moment,' said Hanslet cautiously. ‘I shall 
have to verify all these facts, of course. For one thing, I 
must take the bullet to the arsenal and see if it is one of the 
same type as the experimental party were using.’ 

‘Verify everything you can, certainly,’ replied the pro¬ 
fessor. ‘ But remember that facts, not conjecture, are what 
should guide you.’ 

Hanslet nodded. ‘I'll remember, professor,' he said. 
And with that he left us. 

Two days later Mary announced Miss Farquharson and 
Mr. Halliday. They entered the room, and Halliday 
walked straight up to the professor and grasped his hand. 

‘You have rendered me the greatest service one man can 
render to another, sir!’ he exclaimed. ‘Inspector Hanslet 
tells me that all suspicion that I murdered my uncle has been 
cleared away, and that this is due entirely to your efforts.’ 

Before the professor could reply, Miss Farquharson ran 
up to him and kissed him impulsively. ‘ Doctor Priestley, 
you 're a darling!' she exclaimed. 

The professor beamed at her through his spectacles. 

Really, my dear, you make me feel quite sorry that you 
are going to marry this young man,’ he said. 
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The little man with the cow-lick seemed so absorbed in the 
book that Wimsey had not the heart to claim his property, 
but, drawing up the other arm-chair and placing his drink 
within easy reach, did his best to entertain himself with the 
Dunlop Book, which graced, as usual, one of the tables in 
the lounge. 

The little man read on, his elbows squared upon the arms 
of his chair, his ruffled red head bent anxiously over the 
text. He breathed heavily, and when he came to the turn 
of the page, he set the thick volume down on his knee and 
used both hands for his task. Not what is called ' a great 
reader,’ Wimsey decided. 

When he reached the end of the story, he turned labori¬ 
ously back, and read one passage over again with attention. 
Then he laid the book, still open, upon the table, and in so 
doing caught Wimsey’s eye. 

‘ I beg your pardon, sir,’ he said in his rather thin Cockney 
voice, ‘is this your book? ' 

'It doesn’t matter at all,' said Wimsey graciously, ‘I 
know it by heart. I only brought it along with me because 
it’s handy for reading a few pages when you 're stuck in a 
place like this for the night. You can always take it up and 
find something entertaining.’ 

‘This chap Wells,' pursued the red-haired man, ‘he |s 
what you'd call a very clever writer, isn't he? It’s 
wonderful how he makes it all so real, and yet some of the 
things he says, you wouldn't hardly think they could be 
really possible. Take this story now; would you say, sir, 
a thing like that could actually happen to a person, as it 

might be you—or me ? ’ . 

Wimsey twisted his head round so as to get a view of the 

page. , . 

* The Plattner Experiment ,' he said; ‘that's the one about 
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‘I hadn’t thought so much of her calling me Ginger, 
because that's what any girl would say to a fellow with my 
sort of hair, but when she got my name off so pat, I tell you 
it did give me a turn. 

;;;Y°u seem to think we ’re acquainted, miss," said I. 
‘“Well, I should rather say so, shouldn’t you? ” she said. 
‘There! I needn’t go into it all. From what she said 
I found out she thought she'd met me one night and taken 
me home with her. And what frightened me most of all, 
she said it had happened on the night of the big raid. 

‘“It was you,” she said, staring into my face a little 
puzzled-like. Of course it was you. I knew you in a 
minute when I saw your face in the glass.’’ 

‘Of course, I couldn't say that it hadn't been. I knew 
no more of what I’d been and done that night than the 
babe unborn. But it upset me cruelly, because I was an 
innocent sort of lad in those days and hadn't ever gone with 
giris, and it seemed to me if I'd done a thing like that 
1 ought to know about it. It seemed to me I’d been doing 
wrong and not getting full value for my money either. 

whatTw t e *, CUSC t0 £ et rid of her ’ and 1 wondered 
7 h P 1 - 1 d doin l g - She c °uMn't tell me farther than 

• f h T of the 29th, and it worried me a bit wondering 

if I d done any other queer things.' b 

bell 11 Sa I d Wimsey ' and Put his finger on the 

bell. When the waiter arrived, he ordered drinks for two 

worth^-s P adve“ f ‘° HSten t0 the reSt of Mr ' Duck ‘ 
mai dld w V wr?. 11 a T Ch ? b0Ut j ‘V thou e h -’ went on the little 
dodged ^ fct sheU and hTd my fct do^of theTInc^ 
■The n^t JTueer ^ ^ they caiI introspection. ' 

h"r.issr t r,“ ^ 
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post. They fixed me up and sent me down the line to a 
base hospital. I was pretty feverish, and the next thing I 
knew, I was in bed with a nurse looking after me. The 
bloke in the next bed to mine was asleep. I got talking to a 
chap in the next bed beyond him. and he told where I was, 
when all of a sudden the other man woke up and says: 

My God,” he says, “ you dirty ginger-haired swine, it’s 
you, is it ? What have you done with them vallables?” 

‘ I tell you, I was struck all of a heap. Never seen the man 
in my life. But he went on at me and made such a row, 
the nurse came running in to see what was up. All the 
men were sitting up in bed listening—you never saw any¬ 
thing like it. 

‘ The upshot was, as soon as I could understand what this 
fellow was driving at, that he ’d been sharing a shell-hole 
with a chap that he said was me, and that this chap and he 
had talked together a bit and then, when he was weak and 
helpless, the chap had looted his money and watch and 
revolver and what not and gone off with them. A nasty, 
dirty trick, and I couldn’t blame him for making a row about 
it, if true. But I said and stood to it, it wasn’t me, but 
some other fellow of the same name. He said he recognized 
me — S aid he and this other chap had been together a whole 
day, and he knew even* feature in his face and couldn’t be 
mistaken. However, it seemed this bloke had said he 
belonged to the Blankshires, and I was able to show my 
papers and prove I belonged to the Buffs, and eventually 
the bloke apologized and said he must have made a mistake. 
He died anyhow, a few days after, and we all agreed he 
must have been wandering a bit. The two divisions were 
fighting side by side in that dust-up and it was possible for 
them to get mixed up. I tried aftenvards to find out 
whether by any chance I had a double in the Blankshires, 
but they sent me back home, and before I was fit again 
the Armistice was signed, and I didn’t take any more 

trouble. , , . 

‘I went back to my old job after the war, and things 

seemed to settle down a bit. I got engaged when I was 
twenty-one to a regular good girl, and I thought everything 
in the garden was lovely. And then, one day up it all 
went! My mother was dead then, and I was living by 



THE IMAGE IN THE MIRROR 


273 


• 

myself in lodgings. Well, one day I got a letter from my 
intended, saying that she had seen me down at Southend on 
the Sunday, and that was enough for her. All was over 
between us. 

‘Now, it was most unfortunate that I'd had to put off 
seeing her that week-end, owing to an attack of influenza. 
It’s a cruel thing to be ill all alone in lodgings, and nobody 
to look after you. You might die there all on your own and 
nobody the wiser. Just an unfurnished room I had, you see, 
and no attendance, and not a soul came near me, though I 
was pretty bad. But my young lady she said as she had 
seen me down at Southend with another young woman and 
she would take no excuse. Of course, I said, what was she 
doing down at Southend without me, anyhow, and that 
tore it. She sent me back the ring, and the episode, as 
they say, was closed. 

But the thing that troubled me was, I was getting that 
shaky in my mind, how did I know I hadn’t been to South- 
end without knowing it ? I thought I'd been half-sick and 
haif-asieep m my lodgings, but it was misty-like to me. 

thl ? gs 1 had done other times—well, 
here. I hadn t any clear recollection one way or another 

W a P H feV< iL" dreamS * l had a Vague recolle ction of wander- 
mg and walking somewhere for hours together. Delirious I 
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‘When I was about seven or eight I should think, she 
took me with her to see a thing—I remember the name now 
—The Student of Prague, it was called. I've forgotten the 
story, but it was a costume piece, about a young fellow at 
the university who sold himself to the devil, and one day 
his reflection came stalking out of the mirror on its own, and 
went about committing dreadful crimes, so that everybody 
thought it was him. At least, I think it was that, but I 
forget the details, it's so long ago. But what I shan’t 
forget in a hurry is the fright it gave me to see that dretful 
figure come out of the mirror. It was that ghastly to see it, 
I cried and yelled, and after a time mother had to take 
me out. 

‘For months and years after that I used to dream of it. 
I'd dream I was looking in a great long glass, same as the 
student in the picture, and after a bit I'd see my reflection 
smiling at me and I'd walk up to the mirror holding out my 
left hand, it might be, and seeing myself walking to meet me 
with its right hand out. And just as it came up to me, it 
would suddenly — that was the awful moment — turn its 
back on me and walk away into the mirror again, grinning 
over its shoulder, and suddenly I'd know that it was the 
real person and / was only the reflection, and I'd make a 
dash after it into the mirror, and then everything would go 
grey and misty round me and with the horror of it I d wake 
up all of a perspiration.’ 

'Uncommonly disagreeable,' said Wimsey. ‘That 
legend of the Dopplegdnger , it's one of the oldest and the 
most widespread and never fails to terrify me. When 1 was 
a kid, my nurse had a trick that frightened me. If we’d 
been out, and she was asked if we'd met anybody, she used 
to say: ‘‘Oh, no—we saw nobody nicer than ourselves.” I 
used to toddle after her in terror of coming round a corner 
and seeing a horrid and similar pair pouncing out at us. 
Of course, I 'd have rather died than tell a soul how the 
thing terrified me. Rum little beasts, kids.’ 

The little man nodded thoughtfully. 

‘Well,' he went on, ‘about that time the nightmare came 
back. At first it was only at intervals, you know, but it 
grew on me. At last it started coming every night. I 
hadn’t closed my eyes before there was the long mirror and 
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the thing coming grinning along, always with its hand out 
as if it meant to catch hold of me and pull me through the 
glass. Sometimes I'd wake up with the shock, but some¬ 
times the dream went on, and I'd be stumbling for hours 
through a queer sort of world—all mist and half-lights, 
and the walls would be all crooked, like they are in that 
picture of “Dr. Caligari.” Lunatic, that’s what it was. 
Many's the time I’ve sat up all night for fear of going to 
sleep. I didn’t know, you see. I used to lock the bedroom 
door and hide the key for fear—you see, I didn’t know what 
I might be doing. But then I read in a book that sleep¬ 
walkers can remember the places where they’ve hidden 
things when they were awake. So that was no use.’ 

‘ Why didn’t you get someone to share the room with you ? 

‘Well, I did.' He hesitated. 'I got a woman—she was 
a good kid. The dream went away then. I had blessed 
peace for three years. I was fond of that girl. Damned 
fond of her. Then she died.’ 

He gulped down the last of his whisky and blinked. 

‘Influenza, it was. Pneumonia. It kind of broke me 
up. Pretty she was, too. . . . 

‘After that, I was alone again. I felt bad about it. I 
couldn't — I didn’t like — but the dreams came back. 
Worse. I dreamed about doing things — well! That 
doesn’t matter now. 

‘ And one day it came in broad daylight. . . . 

‘ I was going along Holbom at lunch-time. I was still 
at Crichton's. Head of the packing department I was then, 
and doing pretty well. It was a wet beast of a day, I 
remember — dark and drizzling. I wanted a hair-cut. 
There s a barber’s shop on the south side, about half-way 
along—one of those places where you go down a passage 
and there s a door at the end with a mirror and the name 
wntten across it in gold letters. You know what I mean. 

I went in there.. There was a light in the passage, so 
I could see quite plainly. As I got up to the mirror I could 
see my refleetion coming to meet me, and all of a sudden the 
awful dream-feeling came over me. I told myself it was all 
nonsense and put my hand out to the door-handle—my 
left hand, because the handle was that side and I was still 
apt to be left-handed when I didn't think about it. 
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‘The reflection, of course, put out its right hand—that 
was all right, of course—and I saw my own figure in my 
old squash hat and burberry—but the face—oh, my GocH 
It was grinning at me—and then just like in the dream, it 
suddenly turned its back and walked away from me, 
looking over its shoulder- 

‘I had my hand on the door, and it opened, and I felt 
myself stumbling and falling over the threshold. 

‘After that, I don't remember anything more. I woke 
up in my own bed and there was a doctor with me. He 
told me I had fainted in the street, and they'd found some 
letters on me with my address and taken me home. 

‘I told the doctor all about it, and he said I was in a 
highly nervous condition and ought to find a change of work 
and get out in the open air more. 

‘They were very decent to me at Crichton’s. They 
put me on to inspecting their outdoor publicity. You 
know. One goes round from town to town inspecting the 
hoardings and seeing what posters are damaged or badly 
placed and reporting on them. They gave me a Morgan to 
run about in. I'm on that job now. 

‘The dreams are better. But I still have them. , Only a 
few nights ago it came to me. One of the worst I've ever 
had. Fighting and strangling in a black, misty place. I'd 
tracked the devil—my other self—and got him down. I 
can feel my fingers on his throat now—killing myself. 

‘That was in London. I'm always worse in London. 
Then I came up here. . . . 

‘ You see why that book interested me. The fourth 
dimension ... it's not a thing I ever heard of, but this 
man Wells seems to know all about it. You 're educated 
now. Dare say you've been to college and all that. What 
do you think about it, eh ? ' 

‘I should think, you know,’ said Wimsey, ‘it was more 
likely your doctor was right. Nerves and all that.' 

‘Yes, but that doesn’t account for me having got twisted 
round the way I am, now, does it ? Legends, you talked of. 
Well, there's some people think those medeeval johnnies 
knew quite a lot. I don't s^y I believe in devils and all that. 
But maybe some of them may have been afflicted, same 
as me. It stands to reason they wouldn't talk such a lot 
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about it if they hadn’t felt it, if you see what I mean. But 
what I'd like to know is, can't I get back any way ? I tell 
you, it's a weight on my mind. I never know, you see. 

‘I shouldn’t worry too much, if I were you,’ said Wimsey. 

‘ I’d stick to the fresh-air life. And I'd get married. Then 
you'd have a check on your movements, don't you see. 
And the dreams might go again.’ 

‘Yes. Yes. I've thought of that. But—did you read 
about that man the other day? Strangled his wife in his 
sleep, that's what he did. Now, supposing I—that would 
be a terrible thing to happen to a man, wouldn’t it ? Those 
dreams. . . . 

He shook his head and stared thoughtfully into the fire. 
Wimsey, after a short interval of silence, got up and went 
out into the bar. The landlady and the waiter and the 
barmaid were there, their heads close together over the 
evening paper. They were talking animatedly, but 
stopped abruptly at the sound of Wimsey’s footsteps. 

Ten minutes later, Wimsey returned to the lounge. The 
little man had gone. Taking up his motoring coat, which 
he had flung on a chair, Wimsey went upstairs to his bed¬ 
room. He undressed slowly and thoughtfully, put on his 
pyjamas and dressing-gown, and then, pulling a copy of the 
Evening News from his motoring coat pocket, he studied a 
front page item attentively for some time. Presently he 
appeared to come to some decision, for he got up and opened 
his door cautiously. The passage was empty and dark. 
Wimsey switched on a torch and walked quietly along, 
watching the floor. Opposite one of the doors he stopped, 
contemplating a pair of shoes which stood waiting to be 
cleaned. Then he softly tried the door. It was locked. 
He tapped cautiously. 

A red head emerged. 

May I come in a moment?' said Wimsey, in a whisper. 
The little man stepped back, and Wimsey followed him in. 
t What’s up ? ’ said Mr. Duckworthy. 

I want to talk to you,' said Wimsey. ‘Get back into 
bed, because it may take some time.’ 

The little man looked at him, scared, but did as he was 
told. Wimsey gathered the folds of his dressing-gown 
closely about him, screwed his monocle more firmly into his 
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eye, and sat down on the edge of the bed. He looked at 
Mr. Duckworthy a few minutes without speaking, and then 
said: 

Look here. You've told me a queerish story to-night. 
For some reason I believe you. Possibly it only shows 
what a silly ass I am, but I was bom like that, so it's past 
praying for. Nice, trusting nature and so on. Have you 
seen the paper this evening? ' 

He pushed the Evening News into Mr. Duckworthy's 
hand and bent the monocle on him more glassily than ever. 

On the front was a photograph. Underneath was a 
panel in bold type, boxed for greater emphasis: 

‘The police at Scotland Yard are anxious to get into 
touch with the original of this photograph, which was found 
in the handbag of Miss Jessie Haynes, whose dead body was 
found strangled on Barnes Common last Thursday morning. 
The photograph bears on the back the words "J. H. with 
love from R. D.” Anybody recognizing the photograph 
is asked to communicate immediately with Scotland Yard 
or any police station.’ 

Mr. Duckworthy looked, and grew so white that Wimsey 
thought he was going to faint. 

‘ Well ?' said Wimsey. 

‘Oh, God, sir! Oh, God! It's come at last.’ He 
whimpered and pushed the paper away, shuddering. ‘ I've 
always known something of this sort would happen. But 
assure as I'm born I knew nothing about it.' 

‘It’s you all right, I suppose?’ 

'The photograph's me all right. Though how it came 
there I don’t know. I haven’t had one taken for donkey’s 
years, on my oath I haven’t—except one in a staff group at 
Crichton's. But I tell you sir, honcst-to-God, there’s times 
when I don't know what I’m doing, and that’s a fact.' 
Wimsey examined the portrait feature by feature. 

'Your nose, now—it has a slight twist—if you '11 excuse 
my referring to it—to the right, and so it has in the photo¬ 
graph. The left eyelid droops a little. That's correct, too. 
The forehead here seems to have a distinct bulge on the 
left side—unless that's an accident in the printing.' 

‘ No!' Mr. Duckworthy swept his tousled cow-lick aside. 
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'It's very conspicuous—unsightly, I always think, so I 
wear the hair over it.’ 

With the ginger lock pushed back, his resemblance to the 
photograph was more startling than before. 

' My mouth's crooked, too.' 

‘So it is. Slants,up to the left. Very attractive, a one¬ 
sided smile, I always think—on a face of your type, that is. 
I have known such things to look positively sinister.' 

Mr. Duckworthy smiled a faint, crooked smile. 

‘Do you know this girl, Jessie Haynes? ’ 

‘Not in my right senses, I don’t, sir. Never heard of her 
—except, of course, that I read about the murder in the 
papers. Strangled—oh, my God!’ He pushed his hands 
out in front of him and stared woefully at them. 

‘What can I do? If I was to get away-’ 

‘You can't. They 've recognized you down in the bar. 
The police will probably be here in a few minutes. No—' 
as Duckworthy made an attempt to get out of bed—‘ don’t 
do that. It's no good, and it would only get you into worse 
trouble. Keep quiet and answer one or two questions. 
First of all, do you know who I am? No, how should you? 

My name’s Wimsey—Lord Peter Wimscy-' 

‘The detective?' 

‘If you like to call it that. Now, listen. Where was it 
you lived at Brixton ? ’ 


The little man gave the address. 

‘Your mother's dead. Any other relatives? ’ 

There was an aunt. She came from somewhere in 
Surrey, I think. Aunt Susan, I used to call her. I haven't 
seen her since I was a kid.’ 

‘ Married ?' 

'Yes—oh, yes—Mrs. Susan Brown.’ 

‘ Right. Were you left-handed as a child ? ’ 

^ CS ’ ^ was > a * first. But mother broke me of it.’ 
And the tendency came back after the air-raid. And 
were you ever ill as a child? To have the doctor, I mean? ’ 
I had measles once, when I was about four.' 

( Remember the doctor’s name ? ’ 

‘They took me to the hospital.’ 

Oh, of course. Do you remember the name of the 
barber in Holbom ? ’ 
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This question came so unexpectedly as to stagger the wits 
of Mr. Duckworthy, but after a while he said he thought it 
was Biggs or Briggs. 

Wimsey sat thoughtfully for a moment, and then said: 
'I think that's all. Except—oh, yes! What is your 
Christian name?' 

'Robert.' 

‘And you assure me that, so far as you know, you had 
no hand in this business?’ 

‘That,’ said the little man, ‘that I swear to. As far as 
I know, you know. Oh, my Lord! If only it was possible 
to prove an alibi! That's my only chance. But I'm so 
afraid, you see, that I may have done it. Do you think—do 
you think they would hang me for that ? ’ 

‘Not if you could prove you knew nothing about it,’ 
said Wimsey. He did not add that, even so, his ac¬ 
quaintance might probably pass the rest of his life at 
Broadmoor. 

‘And you know,’ said Mr. Duckworthy, ‘if I'm to go 
about all my life killing people without knowing it, it would 
be much better that they should hang me and done with it. 
It's a terrible thing to think of.’ 

‘ Yes, but you may not have done it, you know.’ 

‘I hope not, I'm sure,’ said Mr. Duckworthy. ‘I say— 
what's that ? ’ 

‘The police, I fancy,' said Wimsey lightly. He stood up 
as a knock came at the door, and said heartily: ‘Come in! ’ 
The landlord, who entered first, seemed rather taken 

aback by Wimsey’s presence. 

‘Come right in,’ said Wimsey hospitably. ‘Come in, 
sergeant; come in, officer. What can we do for you? ’ 
‘Don't,’ said the landlord, ‘don’t make a row if you 

can help it.’ . 

The police sergeant paid no attention to either ot them, 

but stalked across to the bed and confronted the shrinking 
Mr. Duckworthy. 

‘It's the man all right,' said he. ‘Now Mr. Duck¬ 
worthy, you ’ll excuse this late visit, but as you may have 
seen by the papers, we've been looking for a person answer¬ 
ing your description, and there's no time like the present. 

We want-' 



28i 


THE IMAGE IN THE MIRROR 

‘I didn’t do it,’ cried Mr. Duckworthy wildly. ‘ I know 

nothing about it-, 

The officer pulled out his note-book and wrote: He said 

before any question was asked him: “I didn't do it.” 

‘You seem to know all about it,’ said the sergeant. 

‘Of course he does,' said Wimsey; ‘we ’ve been having 

a little informal chat about it.’ 

‘You have, have you? And who might you be—sir?’ 
The last word appeared to be screwed out of the sergeant 
forcibly by the action of the monocle. 

‘I'm so sorry,’ said Wimsey. ‘ I haven't a card on me 
at the moment. I am Lord Peter Wimsey.’ 

‘Oh, indeed,’ said the sergeant. ‘And may I ask, my 
lord, what you know about this here? ’ 

' You may, and I may answer if I like, you know. I know 
nothing at all about the murder. About Mr. Duckworthy 
I know what he has told me and no more. I dare say he 
will tell you, too, if you ask him nicely. But no third 
degree, you know, sergeant. No Savidgcry.' 

Baulked by this painful reminder, the sergeant said, in a 
voice of annoyance: 

‘It’s my duty to ask him what he knows about this.’ 
‘I quite agree,' said Wimsey. ‘As a good citizen, it's 
his duty to answer you. But it's a gloomy time of night, 
don't you think? Why not wait till the morning? Mr. 
Duckworthy won’t run away.’ 

‘ I’m not so sure of that.' 

‘ Oh, but I am. I will undertake to produce him when¬ 
ever you want him. Won’t that do? You ’re not charging 
him with anything, I suppose? ' 

‘ Not yet,’ said the sergeant. 

‘ Splendid. Then it's all quite friendly and pleasant, 
isn’t it. How about a drink ? ’ 

The sergeant refused this kindly offer with some gruffness 
in his manner. 

On the wagon?’ inquired Wimsey sympathetically. 
'Bad luck. Kidneys? Or liver, eh?' 

The sergeant made no reply. 

Well, we are charmed to have had the pleasure of seeing 
you,^ pursued Wimsey. ‘ You '11 look us up in the morning, 
won t you? I’ve got to get back to town fairly early, but 
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I '11 drop in at the police-station on my way. You will find 
Mr. Duckworthy in the lounge, here. It will be more com¬ 
fortable for you than at your place. Must you be going? 
Well, good night, all.’ 

Later, Wimsey returned to Mr. Duckworthy, after seeing 
the police off the premises. 

‘Listen,’ he said, ‘I'm going up to town to do what I 
can. I '11 send you up a solicitor first thing in the morning. 
Tell him what you've told me, and tell the police what he 
tells you to tell them and no more. Remember, they can’t 
force you to say anything or to go down to the police- 
station unless they charge you. If they do charge you, go 
quietly and say nothing. And whatever you do, don’t run 
away, because if you do, you ’re done for.’ 

Wimsey arrived in town the following afternoon, and 
walked down Holborn, looking for a barber’s shop. He 
found it without much difficulty. It lay, as Mr. Duck¬ 
worthy had described it, at the end of a narrow passage, and 
it had a long mirror in the door, with the name Briggs 
scrawled across it in gold letters. Wimsey stared at his 

own reflection distastefully. 

‘Check number one,’ said he, mechanically setting his 
tie to rights. ‘ Have I been led up the garden ? Or is it a 
case of fourth dimensional mystery? “The animals went 
in four by four, vive la compagnie! The camel he got 
stuck in the door.” There is something intensely un¬ 
pleasant about making a camel of oneself. It goes for 
days without a drink and its table-manners are objection¬ 
able. But there is no doubt that this door is made of 
looking-glass. Was it always so, I wonder? On, Wimsey, 
on. I cannot bear to be shaved again. Perhaps a hair¬ 
cut might be managed.' 

He pushed the door open, keeping a stem eye on ms 

reflection to see that it played him no trick. 

Of his conversation with the barber, which was lively and 
varied, only one passage is deserving of record. 

‘ It's some time since I was in here, said Wimsey. 

‘ Keep it short behind the ears. Been redecorated, haven t 

you?' , . ., 

‘Yes, sir. Looks quite smart, doesn t it? 
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‘The mirror on the outside of the door—that s new, too, 
isn’t it ? ’ 

‘Oh, no, sir. That ’s been there ever since we took 
over.’ v * 

.‘Has it? Then it’s longer ago than I thought. Was it 
there three years ago ? ' 

‘Oh, yes., sir. Ten years Mr. Briggs has been here, sir.’ 

‘ And the mirror too ? ’ * • • 

‘Oh, yes, sir.’ 

'Then it’s my memory that's wrong. Senile decay set¬ 
ting in. “All, all are gone, the old familiar landmarks.” 
No, thanks, if I go grey I ’ll go grey decently. I don’t want 
any hair-tonics to-day, thank you. No, nor even an electric 
comb. I 've had shocks enough.' 

It worried him, though. So much so that when he 
emerged, he walked back a few yards along the street, and 
was suddenly struck by seeing the glass door of a tea-shop. 
It also lay at the end of a dark passage and had a gold name 
written across it. The name was ‘The Bridget Tea-shop,’ 
but the door was of plain glass. Wimsey looked at it for a 
few moments and then went in. He did not approach the 
tea-tables, but accosted the cashier, who sat at a little glass 
desk inside the door. 

Here he went straight to the point and asked whether the 
young lady remembered the circumstance of a man having 
fainted in the doorway some years previously. 

The cashier could not say; she had only been there three 
months, but she thought one of the waitresses might re¬ 
member. The waitress was produced, and after some 
consideration, thought she did recollect something of the 
sort. Wimsey thanked her, said he was a journalist— 
which seemed to be accepted as an excuse for eccentric 
questions parted with half a crown, and withdrew. 

His next visit was to Carmelite House. Wimsey had 
friends in every newspaper office in Fleet Street, and made 
ms way without difficulty to the room where photographs 
are filed for reference. The original of the ‘ R. D.' portrait 
was produced for his inspection. ^ 

| One of yours ? ’ he asked. V 

‘Oh, no. Sent out by Scotland Yard. Why? Any¬ 
thing wrong with it ? ’ J 
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‘Nothing. I wanted the name of the original pho¬ 
tographer, that’s all.’ 

‘Oh! Well, you’ll have to ask them there. Nothing 
more I can do for you ? ’ 

‘Nothing, thanks.’ 

Scotland Yard was easy. Chief-Inspector Parker was 
Wimsey’s closest friend. An inquiry of him soon furnished 
the photographer’s name, which was inscribed at the foot of 
the print. Wimsey voyaged off at once in search of the 
establishment, where his name readily secured an interview 
with the proprietor. 

As he had expected, Scotland Yard had been there before 
him. All information at the disposal of the firm had already 
been given. It amounted to very little. The photograph 
had been taken a couple of years previously, and nothing 
particular was remembered about the sitter. It was a small 
establishment, doing a rapid business in cheap portraits, 
and with no pretensions to artistic refinements. 

Wimsey asked to see the original negative, which, after 
some search, was produced. 

Wimsey looked it over, laid it down, and pulled from his 
pocket the copy of the Evening News in which the print had 
appeared. 

‘ Look at this,’ he said. 

The proprietor looked, then looked back at the negative. 

‘Well, I'm dashed,’ he said. ‘That’s funny.' 

‘It was done in the enlarging lantern, I take it,’ said 
Wimsey. 

‘ Yes. It must have been put in the wrong way round. 
Now, fancy that happening. You know, sir, we often have 
to work against time, and I suppose—but it’s very careless. 

I shall have to inquire into it.’ 

‘Get me a print of it right way round,' said Wimsey. 

‘Yes, sir, certainly, sir. At once.’ 

‘And send one to Scotland Yard.' 

‘ Yes, sir. Queer it should have been just this particular 
one, isn’t it, sir? I wonder the party didn't notice. But 
we generally take three or four positions, and he might not 

remember, you know.' . . . 

‘ You'd better see if you’ve got any other positions ana 

let me have them too.' 
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‘I’ve done that already, sir, but there are none. No 
doubt this one was selected and the others destroyed. We 
don't keep all the rejected negatives, you know, sir. We 
haven’t the space to file them. But I ’ll get three prints off 

at once.' , . ^ • 1 

‘Do.’ said Wimsey. ‘The sooner the better. ^ Quick- 

dry them. And don't do any work on the prints. 

‘No, sir. You shall have them in an hour or two, sir. 
But it's astonishing to me that the party didn t complain. 

‘It’s not astonishing,’ said Wimsey. 'He probably 
thought it the best likeness of the lot. And so it would be— 
to him. Don’t you see—that's the only view he could ever 
take of his own face. That photograph, with the left and 
right sides reversed, is the face he sees in the mirror every 
day—the only face he can really recognize as his. “Wad 
the gods the giftie gie us,” and all that.' 

‘Well, that's quite true, sir. And I'm much obliged to 
you for pointing the mistake out.' 

Wimsey reiterated the need for haste, and departed. A 
brief visit to Somerset House followed; after which he called 
it a day and went home. 


Inquiry in Brixton, in and about the address mentioned 
by Mr. Duckworthy, eventually put Wimsey on to the track 
of persons who had known him and his mother. An aged 
lady who had kept a small greengrocery in the same street 
for the last forty years remembered all about them. She 
had the encyclopaedic memory of the almost illiterate, and 
was positive as to the date of their arrival. 

‘Thirty-two years ago, if we lives another month,’ she 
said. ‘Michaelmas it was they come. She was a nice- 
looking young woman, too, and my daughter, as was ex¬ 
pecting her first, took a lot of interest in the sweet little 
boy.’ 

‘ The boy was not born here ? ’ 

‘Why, no, sir. Bom somewheres on the south side, he 
was, but I remember she never rightly said where—only 
that it was round about the New Cut. She was one of the 
quiet sort and kep’ herself to herself. Never one to talk, she 
wasn’t. Why, even to my daughter, as might 'ave good 
reason for bein’ interested, she wouldn't say much about 
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'ow she got through ’er bad time. Chlorryform she said 
she 'ad, I know, and she disremembered about it, but it’s 
my belief it ’ad gone 'ard with 'er and she didn’t care to 
think overmuch about it. 'Er 'usband—a nice man ’e was, 
too—’e says to me: "Don't remind ’er of it, Mrs. 'Arbottle, 
don’t remind 'er of it.’’ Whether she was frightened or 
whether she was 'urt by it I don’t know, but she didn’t 'ave 
no more children. "Lor!" I says to 'er time and again, 
"you ’ll get used to it, my dear, when you've 'ad nine of 
'em same as me," and she smiled, but she never ’ad no more, 
none the more for that.’ 

‘I suppose it does take some getting used to,' said Wim- 
sey, 'but nine of them don’t seem to have hurt you, Mrs. 
Harbottle, if I may so. You look extremely flourishing.’ 

‘I keeps my ’ealth, sir, I am glad to say, though stouter 
than I used to be. Nine of them does ’ave a kind of spread¬ 
ing action on the figure. You wouldn’t believe, sir, to look 
at me now, as I 'ad a eighteen-inch waist when I was a girl. 
Many's the time me pore mother broke the laces on me, 
with 'er knee in me back and me ’olding on to the bed-post.' 

‘One must suffer to be beautiful,’ said Wimsey politely. 
‘How old was the baby, then, when Mrs. Duckworthy came 
to live in Brixton? ’ 

'Three weeks old, 'e was, sir—a darling dear—and a lot 
of 'air on 'is 'ead. Black 'air it was then, but it turned into 
the brightest red you ever see—like them carrots there. 
It wasn't so pretty as 'is ma’s, though much the same 
colour. He didn’t favour 'er in the face, neither, nor yet 
'is dad. She said 'e took after some of 'er side of the 

family.' . 

‘ Did you ever see any of the rest of the family ? 

‘Only ’er sister, Mrs. Susan Brown. A big, stern, 'ard- 
faced woman she was—not like 'er sister. Lived at Eve¬ 
sham she did, as well I remembers, for I was gettin’ my grass 
from there at the time. I never sees a bunch o’ grass now 
but what I think of Mrs. Susan Brown. Stiff, she was, with 
a small 'ead, very like a stick o grass. 

Wimsey thanked Mrs. Harbottle in a suitable manner and 
took the next train to Evesham. He was beginning to 
wonder where the chase might lead him, but discovered, 
much to his relief, that Mrs. Susan Brown was well known 
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in the town, being a pillar of the Methodist Chapel and a 
person well respected. 

She was upright still, with smooth, dark hair parted in 
the middle and drawn tightly back—a woman broad in the 
base and narrow' in the shoulder—not, indeed, unlike the 
stick of asparagus to which Mrs. Harbottle had compared 
her. She received Wimsey with stem civility, but dis¬ 
claimed all knowledge of her nephew’s movements. The 
hint that he was in a position of some embarrassment, and 
even danger, did not appear to surprise her. 

‘There was bad blood in him,' she said. ‘ My sister Hetty 
was softer by half than she ought to have been.' 

‘Ah!' said Wimsey. ‘Well, we can’t all be people of 
strong character, though it must be a source of great satis¬ 
faction to those that are. I don’t want to be a trouble to 
you, madam, and I know I'm given to twaddling rather, 
being a trifle on the soft side myself—so I '11 get to the point. 
I see by the register at Somerset House that your nephew, 
Robert Duckworthy, was born in Southwark, the son of 
Alfred and Hester Duckworthy. Wonderful system they 
have there. But of course—being only human—it breaks 
down now and again—doesn’t it? ’ 

She folded her wrinkled hands over one another on the 
edge of the table, and he saw a kind of shadow flicker over 
her sharp dark eyes. 

' If I'm not bothering you too much—in what name was 
the other registered ? ’ 

The hands trembled a little, but she said steadily: 

‘I do not understand you.’ 

* I m frightfully sorry. Never was good at explaining 
myself. There were twin boys bom, weren’t there ? Under 
what name did they register the other ? I'm so sorry to be 
a nuisance, but it's really rather important.’ 

f What makes you suppose that there were twins ? ’ 

Oh, I don’t suppose it. I wouldn’t have bothered you 
wu a su PP os *rion. I know there was a twin brother. 
What became—at least, I do know more or less what 
became of him-’ 


‘ It died,’ she said hurriedly. 

I hate to seem contradictory,’ said Wimsey. ‘Most 
unattractive behaviour. But it didn’t die, you know. In 
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fact, it’s alive now. It's only the name I want to know, 
you know.' 

‘And why should I tell you anything, young man?’ 

‘Because,' said Wimsey, ‘if you will pardon the mention 
of anything so disagreeable to a refined taste, there's been a 
murder committed and your nephew Robert is suspected. 
As a matter of fact, I happen to know that the murder was 
done by the brother. That's why I want to get hold of 
him, don't you see. It would be such a relief to my mind— 
I am naturally nice-minded—if you would help me to find 
him. Because, if not, I shall have to go to the police, and 
then you might be subpoena'd as a witness, and I shouldn’t 
like—I really shouldn’t like—to see you in the witness-box 
at a murder trial. So much unpleasant publicity, don't 
you know. Whereas if we can lay hands on the brother 
quickly, you and Robert need never come into it all.’ 

Mrs. Brown sat in grim thought for a few minutes. 

‘Very well,' she said, ‘I will tell you.’ 

'Of course,' said Wimsey to Chief-Inspector Parker a 
few days later, ‘ the whole thing was quite obvious when one 
had heard about the reversal of friend Duckworthy's in¬ 
terior economy.' 

‘No doubt, no doubt,' said Parker. ‘Nothing could be 
simpler. But all the same, you are aching to tell me how 
you deduced it and I am willing to be instructed. Are all 
twins wrong-sided ? And are all wrong-sided people twins ? ’ 

‘ Yes. No. Or rather, no, yes. Dissimilar twins and 
some kinds of similar twins may both be quite normal. 
But the kind of similar twins that result from the splitting 
of a single cell may come out as looking-glass twins. It 
depends on the line of fission in the original cell. You can 
do it artificially with tadpoles and a bit of horsehair.' 

' I will make a note to do it at once,’ said Parker gravely. 

‘In fact, I've read somewhere that a person with a 
reversed inside practically always turns out to be one of a 
pair of similar twins. So you see, while poor old R. D. was 
burbling on about the Student of Prague and the fourth 
dimension, I was expecting the twin-brother. 

‘Apparently what happened was this. There were three 
sisters of the name of Dart—Susan, Hester and Emily. 
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Susan married a man called Brown; Hester married a man 
called Duckworthy; Emily was unmarried. By one of 
those cheery little ironies of which life is so full, the only 
sister who had a baby, or who was apparently capable of 
having babies, was the unmarried Emily. By way of 
compensation, she overdid it and had twins. 

‘When this catastrophe was about to occur, Emily 
(deserted, of course, by the father) confided in her sisters, 
the parents being dead. Susan was a tartar—besides, she 
had married above her station and was climbing steadily on 
a ladder of good works. She delivered herself of a few 
texts and washed her hands of the business. Hester was a 
kind-hearted soul. She offered to adopt the infant, when 
produced, and bring it up as her own. Well, the baby came, 
and, as I said before, it was twins. 

‘That was a bit too much for Duckworthy. He had 
agreed to one baby, but twins were more than he had bar¬ 
gained for. Hester was allowed to pick her twin, and, 
being a kindly soul, she picked the weaklier-looking one, 
which was our Robert—the mirror-image twin. Emily had 
to keep the other, and, as soon as she was strong enough, 
decamped with him to Australia, after which she was no 
more heard of. 


‘Emily’s twin was registered in her own name of Dart 
and baptized Richard. Robert and Richard were two pretty 
men. Robert was registered as Hester Duckworthy's own 
child—there were no tiresome rules in those days requiring 
notification of births by doctors and midwives, so one could 
do as one liked about these matters. The Duckworthys, 
complete with baby, moved to Brixton, where Robert was 
looked upon as being a perfectly genuine little Duck worthy. 

Apparently Emily died in Australia, and Richard, then a 
boy of fifteen, worked his passage home to London. He 
does not seem to have been a nice little boy. Two years 
afterwards, his path crossed that of Brother Robert and 
produced the episode of the air-raid night. 

Hester may have known about the wrong-sidedness of 
obert, or she may not. Anyway, he wasn’t told. I 
imagine that the shock of the explosion caused him to revert 
more strongly to his natural left-handed tendency. It also 
seems to have induced a new tendency to amnesia under 
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similar shock-conditions. The whole things preyed on his 
mind, and he became more and more vague and som- 
nambulant. 

‘ I rather think that Richard may have discovered the 
existence of his double and turned it to account. That 
explains the central incident of the mirror. I think Robert 
must have mistaken the glass door of the tea-shop for the 
door of the barber’s shop. It really was Richard who came 
to meet him, and who retired again so hurriedly for fear of 
being seen and noted. Circumstances played into his hands, 
of course—but these meetings do take place, and the fact 
that they were both wearing soft hats and burberrys is not 
astonishing on a dark, wet day. 

'And then there is the photograph. No doubt the 
original mistake was the photographer's, but I shouldn’t 
be surprised if Richard welcomed it and chose that par¬ 
ticular print on that account. Though that would mean, of 
course, that he knew about the wrong-sidedness of Robert. 
I don’t know how he could have done that, but he may have 
had opportunities for inquiry. It was known in the army, 
and rumours may have got round. But I won’t press that 
point, 

‘There's one rather queer thing, and that is that Robert 
should have had that dream about strangling, on the very 
night, as far as one could make out, that Richard was en¬ 
gaged in doing away with Jessie Haynes. They say that 
similar twins are always in close sympathy with one another 
—that each knows what the other is thinking about, for 
instance, and contracts the same illness on the same day 
and all that. Richard was the stronger twin of the two, 
and perhaps he dominated Robert more than Robert did 
him. I'm sure I don’t know. Dare say it’s all bosh. 
The point is that you've found him all right.’ 

‘ Yes. Once we'd got the clue there was no difficulty. 

'Well, let’s toddle round to the Cri and have one.’ 

Wimscy got up and set his tie to rights before the glass. 

‘All the same,' he said, ‘there’s something queer about 
mirrors. Uncanny, a bit, don t you think so? 
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A MATTER OF LUCK 

In the small, plainly furnished office which he occupied ^ 
in Jermyn Street, Mr. Isidore Cohen sat entering the day s 
business in a flat ledger. Mr. Cohen was a small, sturdily 
built man, with greying hair and small, neat hands. 1 he 
handwriting in the ledger was small and neat like the 
hands, and the book as clean and well-kept as its owner's 
person. 

It was nearly 9 p.m., but Mr. Cohen never stopped work 
until there was no more work to be done, and as he employed . 
no clerks, nobody was the worse for the long hours he kept, i. 
Now, having completed his ledger, he remembered a letter , 
that had still to be written. Pulling out a piece of plainly- 
stamped stationery, he began: 

‘Dear Sir, 

'With reference to your suggestion of a further 
advance . . .’ • 


A bell over the door whirred faintly. Mr. Cohen paused; 
a slight frown on his brow. It was late; still, it was known 
that he worked late and some clients thought odd hours 
avoided publicity. He went down and opened the front 
door. On the step stood a tall man wearing a dark over¬ 
coat and a soft hat. 


‘Good evening, Mr. Cohen. May I come in and have a 
word with you ? ’ 

Recognizing a client, Cohen drew back, and, closing the) 
street door behind his visitor, led the way up to his office.' 

‘Come in, Dr. Enterfield,’ he said. ‘Will you take a 
chair, and a cigar?' He pushed a box across the table, 
but his visitor shook his head and sank into the proffered 
chau\ By the brighter light of the room he could be seen 
to be a strong, erect man of about forty, with crisp, dark 
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hair, grey eyes, and perfect teeth. His hands were leap 
and muscular, with long, sensitive fingers. 

‘And to what may I attribute the pleasure of this 
visit ? ’ asked the Jew, dropping into his professional 
formula. 

Dr. Enterfield shifted in his chair. 

‘You remember, Mr. Cohen, that I spoke to you once 
or twice about a patient of mine, a lady, who had asked me 
about raising some money? People—especially women— 
do ask their doctors curious things. Well, she's definitely 
asked me now to get you to come and see her and arrange 
a loan.' 

Cohen tapped his fingers on the blotter in front of him. 

'I had hoped, doctor,’ he said, ‘that you had come to 
make a repayment on your own loan. It hath been 
running thome time, you know.’ 

‘I know, I know. But you can’t get blood out of a 
stone. The practice is doing quite nicely as far as work's 
concerned, but I can’t get my money in. These rich 
people never think it necessary to pay their doctor.’ 

'You've told me that before, doctor, and I 've given you 
more time than I ought to. It can’t go on; the end of this 
month is the utmotht limit of time I can give you.’ 

Dr. Enterfield shrugged his shoulders. 

‘Yes, you've told me that,' he said, 'and I ’ve told you 
that you 're throwing your own money away if you fore¬ 
close. I 've got a big future in front of me if I can make 
a start. Still, you know your own business best, and any¬ 
way that's not what I came to see you about. This Mrs. 
Vaccont, of whom I've been telling you, wants me to take 
you out to see her to-night. She can’t come here; she's 
bedridden—one of my best patients,’ he added with a 
grim smile. 

Mr. Cohen showed some signs of uneasiness. 

‘But what doth she want?' he asked. ‘I cannot go 
with you to thome unknown place, with a lot of money 
for thomeone I do not know.' 

Enterfield laughed. . 

‘Oh, you needn't be afraid,' he said. ‘You 're not being 
decoyed somewhere to be robbed and murdered. She 
doesn’t want any money at once, but she wants to see you 
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and discuss terms. And she wants you just this very 
night. She's one of those hot-headed women who must 
have what they want, when they want it—or they probably 
won’t have it at all. If you want this job, Cohen, I advise 
you to come with me or it may drop. From the look of 
her house, I should say there was plenty of security. 

‘And why, doctor, are you tho keen that I should make 

the little buthneth ? ’ 

‘Because I want a commission. It ’ll act as some 
instalment of my loan.’ 

‘How much do you want?' 

‘Don’t know. Don’t know what money’s in it. I H 
leave it to you to give me a fair commission. You re a 
hard man, Cohen; I suppose in your business you ’ve got 
to be; but I think you 're fair.’ 

The Jew smiled. 

‘Very well, I will come,' he said. ‘Must just finish 
thith letter. To thave time, look up in the directory the 
address of Gordon, Kitchener & Co., thomewhere off 
Regent Street.’ 

Cohen continued his interrupted letter and Enterfield 
flicked over the pages of the telephone directory. 

‘This it?'he asked. 'Gordon, Kitchener & Co., Financial 

Agents, 37 East Brook Street? Good old patriotic firm.’ 
Cohen smiled. 

‘They think it good for buthneth,’ he said. ‘I am a 
Jew and a moneylender, and I call myself what I am: 
Isidore Cohen, Moneylender. I think my clients trust me. 
But others like to be deceived, so—Gordon, Kitchener.' 

He sealed his letter and, picking the other letters from 
his basket, put on his coat, scarf, and hat. 

‘You have a car? ’ 

‘Yes, on the park.' 

Outside the door, Cohen slipped his letters into a pillar 
box, then followed his guide down the hill towards St. 
James’s Square. As they came within sight of the close- 
packed ring of cars that surrounded the railed-off grass, 
Enterfield looked quickly to right and left. Away to the 
n ght, the car attendant was superintending the backing of 
a large car into a vacant space. Enterfield turned to the 
left and, walking along the line of cars, stopped beside a 
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large Corland Eight coupe. Turning the handle, he opened 
the door, slipped into the driver’s seat and pressed down 
the self-starter. The engine whirred into life. Enterfield 
pushed open the left-hand door and called to his com¬ 
panion, who was standing by the near front mudguard 
with a look of astonishment on his face. 

‘Jump in.’ 

Mr. Cohen got in, and the car crept out of its place and ’ 
turned right-handed towards Lower Regent Street. There 
was a distant shout. 

‘Thomeone calling you, I think,’ said Cohen. 

‘That's the car attendant who wants a shilling for not 
watching my car,’ replied his companion. ‘Why, any one 
might have driven off in it.’ 

Cohen chuckled. 

‘Quite right, my boy. Don’t throw your money away. 
But thith car; she is dc luxe —a rich man’s car. How ith it 
that you, with your little difficulties, have a car like thith? ’ 

‘Not a bad little bus, is she? Have to keep up appear¬ 
ances. I got her second-hand for the price of a new 
cheap model.’ 

Silently the Corland threaded its way up Lower Regent 
Street, slipped across Piccadilly Circus, and was soon 
rushing smoothly up a half-empty Regent Street. Within 
a few minutes it was into and out of Regent’s Park and, 
turning into one of the quiet side streets of St. John’s 
Wood, pulled up in front of a big, silent house, half- 
hidden by intervening trees and shrubs. 

'Here we are,' said Enterfield. ‘I '11 open the door 

for you.' 

He leant across his companion and the next moment 
Mr. Cohen felt a searing pain, followed by a sharp blow in 
his chest. He gasped, heaved his body, and then his head 
dropped forward on his breast. Opening the dead man s 
clothes, the doctor put his handkerchief against the wound, 
then carefully withdrew the weapon (a small amputating 
knife) and pressed together the edges of the wound. It 
would not bleed much anyhow—a heart wound—but he 
did not want one drop upon himself or the car. For a 
minute or two he sat, holding the wound, then restarted 

the car and drove on. 
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Regaining the main road at Swiss Cottage, the Corland 
swept up the Finchley Road and, turning into the new 
Hendon Way, leapt forward to the touch of its driver’s 
foot, past Mill Hill and on to the Watford By-pass, where 
the speedometer crept quickly to eighty. There were 
wisps of fog about, and at the St. Albans cross-roads a 
freak of visibility caused Enterfield to miss seeing a crossing 
. car till it was almost on him. The Corland’s magnificent 
brakes saved a smash, but the other car rocked and groaned 
in agony. An A.A. man appeared from nowhere—he had 
not been controlling traffic—but again the quick pick-up 
of the Corland enabled Enterfield to slip off before the 
man reached the car. He switched off his lights for a 
second, so that his number couldn't be taken. Within a 
couple of minutes he turned off into a side road, and from 
that into what was little more than a grassy track, ending 
at a gate into a wood. Enterfield stopped the car and 
switched off the lights. 

Ever since he had started reading detective stories at 
school, Enterfield had been intrigued by the problem of 
the disposal of the body—one of the vital problems of 
successful murder. After buying—with Cohen’s money— 
his expensive practice in St. John’s Wood, the doctor had 
got into the habit of keeping himself fit by long walks 
in the country on Sunday afternoons, and it was during the 
course of one of these that he had come across what seemed 
to him the ideal solution. In a small wood on the top of 
tkc SFouod near Leavesden Green he had come across 
a brick funnel, about fifteen feet high. The smell of stale 
soot and a reference to his ordnance survey map showed 
mm that it was an air-shaft to the tunnel of the disused 
branch line to Abbot’s Langley which had been closed in the 
war. Further investigations had shown him that the two 
entrances to the tunnel had been closed. 

When Mr. Cohen s pressure for repayment of his loan 
had reached a stage that indicated elimination as the only 
o u ion. Dr. Enterfield made the necessary preparations 
for making full use of his find. He now carried the body 

prnimrl f0 K°l 0f l he Sh , aft ’ and * kying it carefully on the 
Almnc*’ ^ an 1? P°ke about among the undergrowth. 
Almost it once he found and pulled out a roughly made 
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ladder of the necessary height—evidently knocked up on 
the spot—and erected it against the brick shaft. Up it 
he climbed, and with some difficulty removed the rusty 
iron grating from the top, dropping it to the ground with 
an unwelcome clatter. Then he climbed down, hoisted the 
body carefully on to his shoulder and, mounting slowly 
to the top, let the body fall down the shaft. After an 
appreciable pause, there was a dull thud; Isidore Cohen’s 
body had reached a hiding-place where it might never 
be found. 

Replacing the grating and hiding the ladder, Enterfield 
brushed his clothes, re-entered the car, and backed slowly 
down the lane. In a minute he was racing back to London. 
On the empty roads and through the empty streets he 
was back in Regent Street in an incredibly short time. 
Turning the car into the slip of roadway between Swan 
& Edgar's and the Piccadilly Hotel, he pulled up, looked 
quickly about him, slipped out of the car and, crossing 
Piccadilly, was a minute later inserting Mr. Cohen’s latch¬ 
key into Mr. Cohen's door in Jermyn Street. All was quiet 
in the house, but Enterfield tiptoed up the old stairs and, 
opening the door of the office, closed it quietly behind him. 

Drawing a torch from his pocket, Enterfield knelt down 
in front of the safe in which he had only an hour ago seen 
Cohen lock his ledger. His gloved hands sorted out the 
obvious key and the safe swung open. There was the 
ledger; a quick glance showed him his own name mentioned 
in more than one place; it would be hopeless to try and 
erase it—dangerously obvious. The whole book must go. 
But it was the promissory note that he wanted, and it did 
not take him long to find it, neatly docketed with scores 
of others. He extracted it, and then a thought struck 
him: was it safe, wise, to take only his own? Might it not 
be better to take them all? Especially as the ledger had 
got to go anyhow. What settled him was the thought 
of the unexpected joy that his action would bring to a 
hundred harassed men and women. It would make rather 
a parcel, but he had got to carry the ledger anyhow, and 
done up in brown paper—which he quickly found— -he 
could probably carry it under his coat without its being 
noticed. A careful search in the safe revealed nothing else 
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likely to be of any danger. Personal accounts of Cohen s, 
bills, receipts, and a small ledger marked 'A. Levi, con¬ 
taining a list of names and amounts in no way corresponding 
with Cohen’s own ledger. 

Soon after 11 p.m. Dr. Enterfield let himself out again 
into Jermyn Street. Slipping down behind the Plaza 
Cinema, he emerged into Lower Regent Street just as the 
audience was beginning to pour from the picture-house. 
Forcing his way against the stream, he entered the cinema 
by the lower exit and, walking down the broad, soft- 
carpeted foyer, made his way out by the main entrance, 
where he stopped to say good night to the chief com¬ 
missionaire, making some complimentary remarks on 
the show. 

Out in Regent Street again, he strode quickly down to 
Waterloo Place, and, approaching the car park, began to 
roll up the muff of a modest Morris-Cowley. The attendant 
approached and Enterfield showed him his ticket. 

‘You’ve been over yer two hours, guv’nor,’ said the 
man, pointing at the ‘8.40’ scribbled on the ticket. ' I was 
afride the police’d get yer.’ 

‘Did you stave them off? Good fellow,’ said Enterfield, 
slipping half a crown into the willing palm. Ten minutes 
later, the doctor was back in St. John's Wood, in a very 
modest side street. Locking his car into his small wooden 
garage, he let himself into his house, fetched a few papers 
from his study, drank a stiff whisky and water, and made 
his way down to the furnace room in the basement. 

At 11.10 p.m. the same evening, No. 4354 P.C. Gellot 
strolled quietly into Vine Street Police Station and addressed 
the inspector in charge. 

‘There’s been a car left standing in Air Street these last 
ten minutes at least, sir; no one in charge. I ’ve waited 
for the owner, but no one's turned up. Shall I ring the 
Yard garage to send for it ? ’ 

‘Give it another ten minutes and get the chap’s name if 
he comes; if not by then, it must be fetched.’ 

P-C- Gell °t gave the name and make of the car, and left. 
The inspector, entering the description in the Station 
Register, stopped. 
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‘Isn't that the car reported missing from St. James’s 
Square? Yes, I thought so.’ 

Taking his cap, he called to Sergeant Odlam to take 
charge and walked round to Air Street, a few yards away. 
P.C. Gellot, in the shadows, was awaiting the delinquent 
owner. 

‘This car’s been pinched,' said Inspector Blatt. ‘Bit 
of nerve leaving it at our back door. Lucky for you you 
found it, Gellot. I'm taking it round to the station.’ 

Slipping into the driver's seat. Inspector Blatt, with the 
silent efficiency of his profession, drove the big Corland 
round to the quiet alley in front of Vine Street Station. 
Fetching a powerful torch, he swept it over the inside of 
the car, but could find nothing illuminating. He had 
given up the search and had closed the near-side door, 
which was next the pavement, when he noticed a small 
spot on the running-board that showed a glint of red. 
Fetching an envelope, he carefully scraped off the spot and 
dropped it into the receptacle. 

‘ Nothing in that—but you never know,’ was his comment. 

Eleven hours later, an elderly clerk with a harassed 
expression entered Vine Street and addressed the super¬ 
intendent who was now in charge. 

‘My guv’nor's very worried about his partner, Mr. 
Isidore Cohen,’ he said. 

‘Who are you and who's your guv’nor?' asked Super¬ 
intendent Oliver, reaching for a pen. 

‘Gordon, Kitchener & Co., Financial Agents, we are, 
sir. My guv’nor's Mr. Samuel Samuels and I’m Sterson, 
chief clerk. Mr. Cohen's a partner in the business, but 
he's got another business in his own name in Jermyn 
Street. We had a most extraordinary letter from him 
this morning, posted in Jermyn Street at midnight last 
night. Addressed to the firm, but beginning as if it was 
meant for someone else and then going on in the most 

odd way. But here it is, sir.’ 

Mr. Sterson laid before the superintendent the letter 
which Mr. Cohen had been writing when he had been 
interrupted on the previous night and which he had 
finished and posted before going down to the car in bt. 
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James's Square. The envelope was addressed and stamped 
as Sterson had stated. The letter ran as follows: 


‘Dear Sir, 

‘With reference to your suggestion of a further 
advance ... 

‘Sam. Wash out the above, it's the beginning of 
• another letter I was writing and I don’t want to seem to 
start a new one. Dr. Enterfield of 26 York Street, 
St. John’s Wood, a client of mine, has called to fetch 
me out to what seems like a new bit of business in 
St. John’s Wood—a Mrs. Vaccont. It's probably all 
right, but in case I don’t come back you know who 
I went with. 

‘ Isidore.’ 

‘And he’s not come back?' queried the superintendent 
calmly. 

‘No, sir. Mr. Samuels sent me round at once and he’s 
not there, and the woman who comes to do for him at 
seven says his bed ’s not been slept in.' 

The superintendent closed his note-book, placing the 
letter in a pocket. 

Right,’ he said. ‘I '11 call on your guv'nor presently.' 


An hour later, Superintendent Oliver sat in Dr. Enter- 
neld s consulting room in St. John's Wood. His official 
card lay upon the doctor's table. 

A Mr. Isidore Cohen, of ioia Jermyn Street, has dis¬ 
appeared. I came to ask you, doctor, when you last 
saw him.’ J y 

Enterfield felt an icy shudder course down his spine, 
n a flash the thoughts passed through his brain: ‘If I 
^n n ° wle °S e I know him, all point in destroying the papers 
Tv 6 ^?. ne even dangerous; if I deny it and he knows 
«T°, W "F 1 * R >s even worse.’ He took the risk. 

« r on * k . n °w who you ’re talking about,' he said quietly. 
hrni CO In ^K S ^ I V Oliver. ‘You were seen leaving his 
« T , kst night by the caretaker.’ 

self up ( ^ reta ^ er l There's . . .’ Enterfield pulled him- 
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Superintendent Oliver concealed a grim smile. 

‘You deny all knowledge of Mr. Cohen? I advise you 
to think carefully before you answer, sir.’ 

‘There's nothing to think about, I tell you; I’ve never 
heard of the man.’ 

‘Very well, sir; then I'm afraid I must ask you to come 
to Vine Street with me for further interrogation. I should 
say that we have definite proof that you knew Isidore 
Cohen.’ 

‘ But I've a string of patients waiting to see me.' 

‘Tell’em you've got an urgent call. You might be 
back in an hour or so, if they like to wait. Mind, I say 
“might," ' added the superintendent significantly. 


Five minutes after Dr. Enterfield and Superintendent 
Oliver had left the house, Detective-Sergeant Gray of 
C Division rang the bell. t / 

‘Dr. Enterfield in?' 

‘He’s just been called away, sir; something urgent.’ 

‘Oh, dear! Any idea when he '11 be back?' 

‘ Might be back in an hour, he said. There's a lot 
waiting to see him. You’d have to take your turn. 

‘Oh, but it's most urgent. My wife. ... I must see 
him as soon as he gets back. Look here, couldn t you 
put me straight into his surgery? Then I should short- 
circuit the others.’ 

A ten-shilling note fluttered and the parlourmaid fell. 

Once in the doctor’s consulting-room, and having assured 
himself that the maid was not listening, Gray set to work 
upon the hardest of all a detective's jobs—the quick, silent 
search through a mass of papers for something significant 

_a search, too, that must leave no trace of itself, hor 

half an hour he worked, satisfied himself that *what he was 
looking for did not any longer exist—at any rate in that 
room—rang the bell and explained that he must seek 


another doctor. . , T 

Returning to Vine Street, the detective found Inspector 

Blatt, back on duty, engaged in conversation with 


^Yesf iTknow you've found the car! Hardly help finding 
it when they dropped it on your doorstep. But wnat 


f 
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want to know is: Who's the-that pinched it? What 

all you policemen are up to, I can’t think. You force us 
to park our cars in the most inconvenient places and then 
you let any Tom, Dick, or Harry come along and pinch 
’em. Coolest thing I ever saw! Right under my nose. 
I was coming along from King Street and I saw a fellow 
standing in the roadway near where I had left my car— 
about a hundred yards away from me. Then he dis¬ 
appeared among the cars, and the next moment my car 
was driven out of the line and turned away right-handed. 
I shouted, but, of course, they paid no attention. The 
car attendant was half a mile away and, of course, there 

was no policeman. All busy taking bribes from-’ 

‘Better not say that, sir,' cut in Inspector Blatt sharply. 
‘What did this chap you saw look like?’ 

‘Short, stumpy fellow in a heavy overcoat—looked as 
as if it might have a fur collar; soft hat.' 

‘Doesn’t sound much like the typical car-jumper, sir.' 
‘Well, he jumped mine all right. At least, I’m not 
sure that he drove it. I have an idea that there were two 
chaps in the car when it went off.’ 


The irate owner having been shepherded out into the 
open air, Detective-Sergeant Gray, who had listened to 
the conversation, approached Inspector Blatt. 

‘That description of the car-jumper, sir; that was pretty 
well the description the Super gave me of Cohen. Short, 
stout, might be wearing a fur coat and soft hat.' 

‘Good Lord!’ Inspector Blatt became thoughtful. 

Look here, Gray,’ he said. ‘I found a spot of blood on 
the near-side running-board of that stolen car. Didn’t 
think anything of it at the time, but here it is.’ 

He drew the envelope from a drawer and showed the 
little cake of dried blood to the detective. 
c St. James s Square’s only a step from Jermyn 

btreet, said the latter. ‘ I must get on to this. Have you 
done anything about tracing the car, sir?' 

Nothing beyond a general information. After all, the 
car s back, undamaged—it looked like a joke. We could 
waste a lot of time hunting for its movements. Still, of 


-O-- 4MVf VlUVilU 

agree that now it's got to be traced.’ 
1 U do it, sir. If you '11 do Lhe routine p; 


part—stiffen 


» 
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up the information call?—I ’ll try the odds and ends. 
The car's pretty sure to have started towards St. John’s 
Wood anyhow, to keep old Cohen from suspecting any¬ 
thing.' 

The detective walked across to the telephone and put a 
call through to the A.A. Within a few minutes he had 
struck oil. The traffic-control man at the St. Albans cross¬ 
roads on the Watford By-pass reported a Corland Eight 
coupe in a narrow escape from a collision just after 10 p.m. 
as he was going off duty. There was no damage and the 
driver of the Corland didn’t seem to want to be stopped. 
He had slipped off quick and doused his lights so that his 
back number couldn’t be seen. All the scout could give 
was the make and body of the car and he thought there 
were two men in it. 

This was good going. Gray put through calls to the 
police at Watford, King’s Langley, Hemel Hempstead, 
Berkhamsted, and St. Albans, to see if the car could be 
traced going through any of those places after 10 p.m. 
He doubted if it had, because of the time factor—it was 
back in London by eleven. Then he took the tube to 
Watford and, interviewing the local superintendent, 
organized, a search of the district over a radius of twenty 
miles. Within an hour the tracks of the distinctive Corland 
balloon tyres had been found in the lane near Leavesden 
Green, and within another half-hour the body of Isidore 
Cohen had been hoisted up from its brief resting-place. 

Not a great deal was learnt from the body, when it was 
found, though the neatness of the wound certainly pointed 
to the work of an expert in anatomy. Sergeant Gray 
realized that he had been extraordinarily lucky in getting 
the evidence of the A.A. man, which had led him almost 
directly to the body, but he also realized that it was by 
such fortuitous and incalculable bits of luck—or bad luck 

_that almost all murderers were convicted. The job was 

now to prove Enterfield’s connection with the dead man, 
apart from Cohen’s letter, there was so far no proof. Ihe 
complete disappearance of all papers connected with the 
clientele of Cohen's business made it rather a difficult 
matter. But Superintendent Oliver was no doubt attending 

to that. 
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Superintendent Oliver, having got his man to Vine 
Street, produced Cohen’s letter to Gordon, Kitchener & 
Co. Dr. Enterfield read it, shrugged his shoulders, and 
handed it back. 

‘Man must be daft,’ he said. 

‘It ’ll take some explaining, doctor,’ said Oliver grimly. 
‘If you persist in denying any knowledge of Cohen, or of 
having been with him last night, don't you think you’d 
better tell me what you were doing between, say, nine 
and eleven?’ 

‘No difficulty about that; I was at the Plaza.’ 

‘Oh, quite close by; what a coincidence! And when 
were you there?' 

‘I got there, I suppose, at about a quarter to nine, 
and left at the end of the show—soon after eleven. I 
should think.’ 

‘How did you get there and back? Tube? Taxi?' 

‘No; I came in my own car; parked it in Waterloo 
Place.’ 


Superintendent Oliver’s eyebrows rose slightly. 

‘ Could you prove that ? ’ 

:Dunn o There's a car attendant might remember me.’ 
We 11 check it; do it now. We '11 have a taxi; I don't 
want to keep you longer than I can help.’ 

Rather to Enterfield’s surprise, the same attendant was 
on duty—long hours, he thought, but profitable. The 
attendant at once recognized Enterfield. 

Ho, yus,’ he said. ‘ I recollecks 'im well. Told 'im ’e 
rf lu< *y not to get pinched for leavin’ ’is car over two 
, e re S*^tK>ns. E come about a quarter afore 

nrne and wasn t back ’ere till arter eleven. Well over ’is 
two hours e was. 

\ }y hat do y° u cal1 well after eleven—half-past ? ’ 

afterthA OW; T’ n ° W ‘ . Ten past at the ahtside. Just 
from w C ™ d . + c , ome ^ o' the Plaza. I can see 'em 

matter ’F D ? ener ^ ^ ve P^t eleven near as no 

the time ’e g™\re/ C ° me aht W ‘ th ’ em ’ iudging from 
;g e didn’t tell you he had? ’ 

Now; I was just guessin'.’ 
the supenntendent turned to Enterfield- 
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‘You don’t happen to have kept your parking ticket?’ 

The doctor thrust his hands into his overcoat pockets* 
‘’Fraid not,’ he said. ‘Never occurred to me it might 
be wanted. Wait a minute, though; what’s this?’ His 
fingers were in his ticket pocket and he drew out a crumpled 
yellow form, opened it, and handed it to the superinten¬ 
dent, who glanced at it and put it calmly away in his 
note-book. 

‘ Right,' he said. ‘ Now we '11 just go and .have a talk to 
the manager of the Plaza. We might walk that, I think.’ 

‘Look here, superintendent,’ said Enterfield, when the 
car attendant was out of earshot. 'I'm not sure that 
you 're quite playing the game with me. Are you charging 
me with this murder, or not ?' 

‘Not at the moment, sir. I'm just checking up your 
story. You can refuse if you like; perhaps you'd like to 
consult your solicitor?' 

‘Good Lord, no! I've nothing to consult about. But 
I can't afford to be away from my practice all day long, 
you know.’ 

‘No, sir. I won’t keep you much longer. Here we are.’ 

Within two minutes they were in the manager’s office 
and Oliver was explaining what he wanted. 

‘This gentleman tells me that he was at your performance 
last nigut and I want to check up on that statement. I’d 
like to ask him to give an account of the film that he 
saw here and I want you, sir, to tell me whether it's 

correct.' 

Enterfield laughed. , 

‘Good Lord,' he said, ‘that's a pretty stiff test! I m 
not such a film fan that I listen to every word of stuff 

that's put across in a couple of hours.’ 

‘ No sir, but if you were here you can give us an outline. 

‘All*right; I '11 have a shot at it. There were two films 
and some odds and ends. The first film was New York 
Underworld. Young fellow up from the West gets drawn 
into a bootlegging fight between two rival gangs. J 16 
saves one of the leaders, gets him to his quarters and helps 
his girl to nurse him back to life. He falls in love with t le 
girl, who apparently can't make up her mind which she 
likes best. The boss recovers, organizes an attack on ms 
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rival—good show that was, too, really exciting—and this 
time does get it in the neck for good. Happy ending for 
boy and girl.' 

Oliver glanced at the manager, who nodded. ‘A very 
neat precis/ he said. 

‘Then there were topicals,' went on Enterfield. ‘Queen 
in a creche in Whitechapel, England and France Rugger 
match, Lloyd George shaking hands with Betty Nuthall 
at a Charity JBazaar. I can't remember the rest. The 
last thing I couldn’t make head or tail of. Blazing Love 
I think it was called. All legs and chorus girls taken from 
odd angles, and old gentlemen behind the scenes and a 
young fellow who got the sack for stamping on the leading 
man’s toe when he was trying to be familiar with the last 
recruit to the chorus. Rather rot, I thought.’ 

The manager laughed. 

‘I'm not surprised,' he said. 'It's a wonder to me what 
the public like—but they do like it. There's no doubt 
the gentleman was here, sir.’ 

'How many nights has the same show been on?' 

‘Last night was the fourth.' 

' So if he'd been here one of the other nights he could 
have told the same story.' 

‘That is so.’ 

* Oh, come, superintendent,’ broke in Enterfield, ‘ what's 
the good of irty proving anything to you ? As a matter of 
fact I can prove I was here last night. I know the chief 
commissionaire; I had a chat to him as I came in.' 

‘Is he here? Can I see him?’ asked Oliver sharply. 

The manager rang a bell. Within a minute a tall, 
brilliantly-uniformed figure appeared, saluted the manager, 
and recognizing Enterfield with surprise, saluted him too. 
In answer to Superintendent Oliver’s inquiries, he con¬ 
firmed that he had seen and spoken to Dr. Enterfield 
when the latter bought a ticket and entered the cinema 
last night. As to time, he could not say exactly, but he 
thought about twenty minutes after the beginning of the 
last house say, 8.45 to 8.50. He had also seen him leave 

11 , en< ^’ soon after eleven. The commissionaire saluted 
and left. A thought struck Oliver. 

If Dr. Enterfield only came in twenty minutes after 
l 928 
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the beginning of the last sequence of films, how could he 
describe the whole programme? He must have missed a 
large part of the New York film.’ 

Both men turned to Enterfield, who shrugged his shoul¬ 
ders. ' I missed the beginning of it, certainly, but there's 
no difficulty in reconstructing the early part; all these 
stories are alike.’ 

The manager acquiesced; it was quite possible for an 
intelligent frequenter of the films to make such a recon¬ 
struction of the beginning. 

‘Funny thing you didn’t think of telling us you had at 
the time,' snarled the superintendent. ‘ I take it, manager, 
that there's nothing to have stopped him buying his seat, 
occupying it for five minutes and then going out on the 
other side?' 

The manager, whose sympathy was now entirely with 
Enterfield, shrugged his shoulders. 

‘It is conceivable,' he said. ‘You are hard to satisfy.' 

‘I know he wasn’t here; that's why.’ 

Superintendent Oliver stumped out of the cinema. 

‘I shan't want you any more. Dr. Enterfield,’ he said— 

‘at present.’ 

‘Thank you—for your courtesy,’ replied the doctor. 


Baffled, but dissatisfied, Superintendent Oliver made his 
way down Jermyn Street and, letting himself into Cohen’s 
house with the caretaker’s key, he made a thorough search 
of the dead man’s rooms. He found nothing to interest 
him, unless it was a small ledger marked ‘A. Levi,’ con¬ 
taining a long list of names, mostly Jewish, with notes as 
to amounts loaned and dates of repayment. The name of 
Enterfield did not appear in it. He slipped it in his pocket 
and returned to Vine Street. Here he found Detective- 
Sergeant Gray and received his report of the finding of 

the body. . _ , , ., 

‘Still nothing to connect him with Enterfield, he saia, 

'nothing except that letter, and I doubt if that ’ll be enough 
for a jury. He's got a good alibi; nothing like bullet¬ 
proof, but it sounds hellish convincing to an unsuspecting 


mind.’ 

‘Anything more I can do. 


sir? ’ asked the eager Gray. 
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Oliver thought, then drew the ‘A. Levi* ledger from his 
pocket.' ‘Find out about that,' he said. 

The detective took it, glanced through it, and retired to 
‘ the telephone. Within ten minutes he had discovered that 
a moneylender of that name had a small office in Alders- 
gate. With a word of explanation to the superintendent, 
N he disappeared. 

For an hour or more Superintendent Oliver and Inspector 
Blatt continued to discuss the case in all its bearings. 

‘He’s done it well, you know. Alibi carefully prepared 
—no doubt he saw that film a day or two ago. Stole a car 
so that his own couldn’t be identified. Hid the body in a 
place where it was only found by a stroke of luck. 
Destroyed all evidence against himself in Cohen’s office. 
Kept his head well to-day. But he's had bad luck. 
Cohen tricked him cleverly—wrote that letter under his 
nose, from the look of it. Then that collision and the 
A.A. man spotting the make of the car—sheer bad luck. 
It's those unforeseeable clues that give a clever murderer 
away every time.’ 

‘Still, sir, he's not done yet,’ said Inspector Blatt. 
‘There’s nothing to confirm Cohen’s letter in connecting 
him to Enterfield.’ 

‘Something’ll turn up,’ said Oliver. 

Detective-Sergeant Gray walked quietly into the office. 
‘Mr. Cohen was a busy man, sir,' he said. 

‘ How d’ you mean ? ' 

‘He’s not only “Isidore Cohen, Moneylender,’’ but a 
partner in “Gordon, Kitchener & Co., Financial Agents.’" 
‘Good Lord, man, I know that!’ 

‘And two afternoons a week he's “Abraham Levi, Loans 
Arranged,” in Aldersgate.’ 

Superintendent Oliver whistled. 

‘ And he was a cautious gentleman, too, was Mr. Cohen. 
In his two businesses where there were no partners or 
clerks, he kept a duplicate register of the other business. 
In Isidore Cohen’s office there was an outline register of 
Abe Levi’s business.' 

Superintendent Oliver leant forward eagerly. 

‘And in Abe Levi’s office there was an outline register 
of Isidore Cohen’s business.’ 
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■ Reggie nodded. ‘ Quite good, yes. All right. Carry on/ 

From the ward he passed to a small room where a nurse 
and a doctor stood together watching the one bed. 

A boy lay in it, restless and making noises—inarticulate 
words mixed with moaning and whimpering. 

The doctor lifted his eyebrows at Reggie. * Get that ? ’ 
he whispered. "Still talking about hell. He came abso¬ 
lutely unstuck. I had to risk a shot of morphia. I-' 

He broke off in apprehension as Reggie's round face 
hardened to a cold severity. But Reggie nodded and 
moved to the bed. ... . 

The boy tossed into stertorous sleep, one thin arm flung 
up above a tousled head. His sunken cheeks were flushed, 
and drips of sweat stood on the upper lip and the brow. 
Not a bad brow—not an uncomely face but for its look of 
hungry misery—not the face of a child—a face which had 
been the prey of emotions and thwarted desires. . . . 

Reggie’s careful hands worked over him . . . bits of the 
frail body were laid bare. . . . Reggie stood up, and still 
his face was set in ruthless, passionless determination. 

Outside the door the doctor spoke nervously. ‘I hone 
•you don't-’ 1 

"Morphia's all right,’ Reggie interrupted. "What do 
you make of him?' 

‘Well, Mr. Fortune, I wish you’d seen him at first.’ 
1 he doctor was uncomfortable beneath the cold insistence 
of a questioning stare. ' He was right out of hand—a sort 

ul; 1 Sh .°“ ld Sa y he ' s <l uite abnormal. 
Neurotic lad, badly nounshed—you can't tell what they 
won t do, that type.' J 

‘I can't. No. What age do you give him?’ 

Now you ve got me. To hear him raving, you'd think 
he was grown up, such a flow of language. Bible phrases 
and preaching. I'd say he was a twelve-year-old, P but he 

habnrP^ 6 - Clgh ! ° r i t i Gn ' HlS develo Pment is all out of 

u ^ ealth y right through.’ 

oimhf+n* 1S ^°’ , Reggie murmured. ‘However. You 
ought to save him. 

‘Poor little devil,’ said the doctor. 

In a bare, grim waiting-room Reggie sat down with 
^upermtendent Bell, and Bell lookra anxiety. ‘ Well, sir ? ’ 
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‘Possible. Probable,’ Reggie told him. ‘On the 
evidence.’ 

‘Ah. Cruel, isn’t it? I hate these child cases.' 

‘ Any more evidence ? ’ Reggie drawled. 

Bell stared at his hard calm gloomily. ‘I have. Plenty.’ 

The story began with a small boy on the bank of one of 
the ponds on Blaney Common. That was some time ago. 
That was the first time anybody in authority had been 
aware of the existence of Eddie Hill. One of the keepers 
of the common made the discovery. The pond was that 
one which children used for the sailing of toy boats. Eddie 
Hill had no boat, but he loitered round all the morning, 
watching the boats of other children. There was little 
wind, and one boat lay becalmed in the middle of the 
pond when the children had to go home to dinner. 

An hour later the keeper saw Eddie Hill wade into the 
pond and run away. When the children came back from 
dinner there was no boat to be seen. Its small owner 
made weeping complaint to the keeper, who promised to 
keep his eyes open, and some days later found Eddie Hill 
and his little sister Bessie lurking among the gorse of the 
common with the stolen boat. 

It was taken from them and their sin reported to their 
mother, who promised vengeance. 

Their mother kept a little general shop. She had been 
there a dozen years—ever since she married her first 
husband. She was well liked and looked up to; a religious 
woman, regular chapel - goer and all that. Her second 
husband, Brightman, was the same sort—hard-working, 
respectable man; been at the chapel longer than she had. 

The day-school teachers had nothing against Eddie or 
the little girl. Eddie was rather more than usually bright, 
but dreamy and careless; the girl a bit stodgy. Both ot 

'em rather less naughty than most. 

‘Know a lot, don't you?' Reggie murmured. Got all 


this to-day?' , 

‘No, this was all on record,' Bell said. Worked out for 

another business.’ , , 

‘Oh. Small boy and small girl already old offenders. 

The other business was at the chapel Sunday school. 
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Eddie Hill, as the most regular of its pupils, was allowed 
the privilege of tidying up at the end of the afternoon. 
On a Sunday in the spring the superintendent came in 
unexpectedly upon the process and found Eddie holding 
the money-box in which had been collected the contribu¬ 
tions of the school to the chapel missionary society. 

Eddie had no need nor right to handle the money-box. 
Moreover, on the bench beside him were pennies and a 
sixpence. Such wealth could not be his own. Only the 
teachers ever put in silver. Moreover, he confessed that 
he had extracted the money by rattling the box upside 
down, and his small sister wept for the sin. 

The superintendent took him to the police-station and 
charged him with theft. 

‘Virtuous man,’ Reggie murmured. 

'It does seem a bit harsh,’ Bell said. ‘But they’d had 
suspicions about the money-box before. They'd been 
watching for something like this. Well, the boy’s mother 
came and tried to beg him off, but of course the case had 
to go on. The boy came up in the Juvenile Court—you 
know the way, Mr. Fortune; no sort of criminal atmo¬ 
sphere, magistrate talking like a father. He let the kid 
off with a lecture.’ 

‘Oh, yes. What did he say? Bringin’ down mother’s 
grey hairs in sorrow to the grave—wicked boy—goin' to 
the bad in this world and the next—anything about hell ? ’ 

‘I couldn’t tell you.’ Bell was shocked. ‘I heard he 
gave the boy a rare old talking to. I don’t wonder. 
Pretty bad, wasn’t it, the Sunday-school money-box? 
What makes you bring hell into it?' 

‘ I didn’t. The boy did. He was raving about hell to¬ 
day. Part of the evidence. I was only tracin’ the origin.’ 

‘Ah. I don’t like these children’s cases,’ Bell said 
gloomily. They don’t seem really human sometimes. 
You get a twisted kind of child and he '11 talk the most 
frightful stuff—and do it too. We can only go by acts 
can we?' ’ 

‘Yes. That's the way I'm goin'. Get on.’ 

The sharp impatience of the tone made Bell look at him 
with some reproach. ‘All right, sir. The next thing is 
this morning's business. I gave you the outline of that on 
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the phone. I've got the full details now. This is what 
it comes to. Eddie and his little sister were seen on the 
common; the keepers have got to keeping an eye on him. 
He wandered about with her—he has a casual, drifting sort 
of way, like some of these queer kids do have—and they 
came to the big pond. That's not a children’s place at 
all; it's too deep; only dog bathing and fishing. There 
was nobody near; it was pretty early. Eddie and Bessie 
went along the bank, and a labourer who was scything 
thistles says the little girl was crying, and Eddie seemed 
to be scolding her, and then he fair chucked her in and 
went in with her. That's what it looked like to the 
keeper who was watchin’ ’em. Him and the other chap, 
they nipped down and chucked the lifebuoy; got it right 
near, but Eddie didn’t take hold of it; he was clutching 
the girl and sinking and coming up again. So the keeper 
went in to 'em and had trouble getting ’em out. The 
little girl was unconscious, and Eddie sort of fought him. 
Bell stopped and gave a look of inquiry, but Reggie said 
nothing, and his face showed neither opinion nor feeling. 
‘Well, you know how it is with these rescues from the 
water,’ Bell went on. ‘People often seem to be fighting 
to drown themselves and it don’t mean anything except 
fright. And about the boy throwing the girl in—that 
might have been just a bit of a row or play—it’s happened 
often—not meant vicious at all; and then he d panic, 
likely enough.’ Again Bell looked an anxious question at 
the cold, passionless face. ‘I mean to say, I wouldnt 
have bothered you with it, Mr. Fortune, but for the way the 
boy carried on when they got him out. There he was with 
his little sister unconscious, and the keeper doing artificial 
respiration, and he called out: ‘Don’t do it. Bessie s 
dead. She must be dead.’ And the keeper asked him: 
‘Do you want her dead, you little devil?’ And he said: 
‘Yes I do. I had to.’ Then the labourer chap came 
back’with help and they got hold of Eddie; he was raying, 
flinging himself about and screaming if she lived she d 
only get like him and go to hell, so she must be dead. 
While they brought him along here he was sort of preaching 
to 'em bits of the Bible, and mad stuff y about the wicked 
being sent to hell and tortures for em. 
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‘Curious and interestin’/ Reggie drawled. ‘Any par¬ 
ticular torture?’ „ ,, 

‘ I don’t know. The whole thing pretty well gave these 

chaps the horrors. They didn’t get all the boy s talk. 

I don’t wonder. There was something about worms not 
dying, they told me. That almost turned ’em up. Well—- 
there you are, Mr. Fortune. What do you make of it? 

‘I should say it happened/ Reggie said. ‘All of it. 

stated ’ 

‘You feel sure he could have thrown that fat little girl 
in? He seemed to me such a weed.’ 

‘Yes. Quite a sound point. I took that point. Develop¬ 
ment of both children unhealthy. Girl wrongly nourished. 
Boy inadequately nourished. Boy’s physique frail. How¬ 
ever. He could have done it. Lots of nervous energy. 
Triumph of mind over matter.’ 

Bell drew in his breath. 'You take it cool.’ 

‘ Only way to take it,' Reggie murmured/ and Bell shifted 
uncomfortably. He has remarked since that he had seen 
Mr. Fortune look like that once or twice before—sort of 
inhuman, heartless, and inquisitive; but there it seemed 
all wrong, it didn’t seem his way at all. 

Reggie settled himself in his chair and spoke—so Bell 
has reported, and this is the only criticism which annoys 
Mr. Fortune—like a lecturer. ‘Several possibilities to be 
considered. The boy may be merely a precocious rascal. 
Having committed some iniquity which the'little girl knew 
about, he tried to drown her to stop her giving him away. 
Common type of crime, committed by children as well as 
their elders.’ 

‘ I know it is,' Bell admitted. * But what could he 
have done that was worth murdering his sister ? ' 

‘I haven't the slightest idea. However. He did steal. 
Proved twice by independent evidence. Don't blame if 
you don’t want. “There, but for the grace of God, go I.” 
I agree. Quite rational to admit that consideration. We 
shall certainly want it. But he knew he was a thief; he 
knew it got him into trouble—that's fundamental.’ 

‘All right/ said Bell gloomily. ‘We have to take it 
like that.' 

‘Yes. No help. Attempt to murder sister may be 
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connected with consciousness of sin. I should say it was. 
However. Other possibilities. He's a poor little mess of 
nerves; he ’s unsound, physically, mentally, spiritually. 
He may not have meant to murder her at all; may have 
got in a passion and not known what he was doing.’ 

‘Ah. That's more likely.' Bell was relieved. 

‘You think so? Then why did he tell everybody he 
did mean to murder her?' 

‘ Well, he was off his head, as you were saying. That's 
the best explanation of the whole thing. It's really the 
only explanation. Look at your first idea: he wanted to 
kill her so she couldn’t tell about some crime he'd done. 
You get just the same question, why did he say he meant 
murder? He must know killing is worse than stealing. 
However you take the thing, you work back to his being 
off his head.' 

Reggie's eyelids drooped. ‘I was brought here to say 
he's mad. Yes. I gather that. You 're a merciful man, 
Bell. Sorry not to satisfy your gentle nature. I could 
swear he's mentally abnormal. If that would do any 
good. I couldn’t say he's mad. I don't know. I can 
find you mental experts who would give evidence either 

way.' 

‘ I know which a jury would believe,’ Bell grunted. 
‘Yes. So do I. Merciful people, juries. Like you. 
Not my job. I 'm lookin' for the truth. One more possi¬ 
bility. The boy’s motive was just what he said it was— 
to kill his little sister so she shouldn’t get wicked and go 
to hell. That fits the other facts. He'd got into the way 
of stealing; it had been rubbed into him that he was doomed 
to hell. So, if he found her goin’ the same way, he might 
think it best she should die while she was still clean.’ 
‘Well, if that isn’t mad!' Bell exclaimed. 

‘Abnormal, yes. Mad—I wonder,' Reggie murmured. 
‘But it’s sheer crazy, sir. If he believed he was so 
wicked, the thing for him to do was to pull up and go 

straight, and see that she did too.’ 

‘Yes. That's common sense, isn’t it?' A small, con¬ 
temptuous smile lingered a moment on Reggie’s stern face. 

4 What's the use of common sense here? If he was like 
this—sure he was going to hell; sure she was bein' driven 
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there too—kind of virtuous for him to kill her to save her. 
Kind of rational. Desperately rational. Ever know any • 
children, Bell? Some of ’em do believe what they re 
taught. Some of ’em take it seriously. Abnormal, as you 
say. Eddie Hill is abnormal.' He turned and looked full, 
at Bell, his blue eyes dark in the failing light. 4 Aged twelve 
or so—too bad to live—or too good. Pleasant case.’ 

Bell moved uneasily. ‘These things do make you feel 
queer,' he grunted. 'What it all comes to, though—we 
mean much the same—the boy ought to be in a home. 
That can be worked.' 

'A home!’ Reggie’s voice went up, and he laughed. 
‘Yes. Official home for mentally defective. Yes. We 
can do that. I dare say we shall.’ He stood up and 
walked to the window and looked out at the dusk. 4 These 
children had a home of their own. And a mother. What ’s 
she doing about ’em?’ 

'She's been here, half off her head, poor thing,’ said 
Bell. ‘She wouldn’t believe the boy meant any harm. 
She told me he couldn't, he was so fond of his sister. She 
said it must have been accident.' 

‘Quite natural and motherly. Yes. But not adequate. 
Because it wasn’t accident, whatever it was. We'd better 
go and see mother.’ 

4 If you like,' Bell grunted reluctantly. 

‘I don’t like,’ Reggie mumbled. ‘I don’t like anything. 

I'm not here to do what I like.’ And they went. 

People were drifting home from the common. The mean 
streets of Blaney had already grown quiet in the sultry 
gloom. 

Shutters were up at the little shop which was the home 
of Eddie Hill, and still bore in faded paint his father’s 
name. No light showed in the windows above. Bell 
rapped on the door, and they waited in vain. He moved 
to a house door close beside the shop. ‘Try this. This 
may be theirs too,' he said, and knocked and rang. 

After a minute it was opened by a woman who said 
nothing, but stared at them. From somewhere inside 
came the sound of a man’s voice, talking fervently. 

The light of the street lamp showed her of full figure, in 
neat black, and a face which was still pretty but distressed. 
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‘You remember me, Mrs. Bright man/ said Bell.' ‘I'm 
Superintendent Bell.' 

‘I know.' She was breathless. ‘What’s the matter? 
Are they—is Eddie—what's happened ?' 

‘They 're doing all right. I just want a little talk with 
you.' 

‘Oh, they 're all right. Praise God!’ She turned; she 
called out: ‘ Matthew, Matthew dear, they 're all right.' 

The man's voice went on talking with the same fervour, 
but not in answer. 

‘I '11 come in, please,' said Bell. 

‘Yes, do. Thank you kindly. Mr. Brightman would 
like to see you. We were just asking mercy.’ 

She led the way along a passage, shining clean, to a room 
behind the shop. There a man was on his knees praying, 
and most of the prayer was texts: ‘And we shall sing 
of mercy in the morning. Amen. Amen.’ He made 
an end. 

He stood up before them, tall and gaunt, a bearded man 
with melancholy eyes. He turned to his wife. ‘What 
is it, my dear? What do the gentlemen want?’ 

‘It's about the children, Matthew.' His wife came and 
took his arm. ‘It's the police superintendent, I told you. 
He was so kind.’ 

The man sucked in his breath. ‘Ay, ay. Please sit 
down. They must sit down, Florrie.' 'I here was a fluster 
of setting chairs. ‘This is kind, sir. What can you tell 
us to-night ? ’ 

‘Doin’ well. Both of ’em,’ Reggie said. 

'There's our answer, Florrie,' the man said, and smiled, 
and his sombre eyes glowed. ‘ There's our prayers 

answered.' , . 

* Yes. I think they 're going to live,’ said Reggie. ‘But 
that's not the only thing that matters. ^ We have to ask 
how it was they were nearly drowned.’ 

‘It was an accident. It must have been,’ the woman 
cried. ‘I ’m sure Eddie wouldn’t—he never would, would 

he, Matthew? ' . 

‘I won’t believe it,' Brightman answered quickly 

‘Quite natural you should feel like that,' Reggie nodded. 

' However. We have to deal with the facts. 
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‘You must do what you think right, sir, as it is shown 

you.’ Brightman bent his head. , 

‘Yes, I will. Yes. Been rather a naughty boy,hasn the.'* 

Brightman looked at his wife’s miserable face and turned 
to them again. ‘The police know,’ he said. 'He has been 
a thief—twice he has been a thief—but little things. There 
is mercy, surely there is mercy for repentance. If his life, 
is spared, he should not be lost; we must believe that.' 

‘ I do,’ Reggie murmured. ‘ Any special reason why he 
should have been a thief ? ’ 

Brightman shook his head. ‘ He’s always had a good 
home, I'm sure,’ the woman moaned. She looked round 
her room, which was ugly and shabby, but all in the 
cleanest order. 

‘What can I say? ’ Brightman shook his head. 'We ’ve 
always done our best for him. There's no telling how 
temptation comes, sir, and it's strong and the little ones 
are weak.’ 

‘That is so. Yes. How much pocket-money did they 
have?' 

‘Eddie has had his twopence a week since he was ten,’ 
Brightman answered proudly. ‘ And Bessie has her penny.’ 

‘I see. And was there anything happened this morning 
which upset Bessie or Eddie ? ' 

‘Nothing at all, sir. Nothing that I know.’ Bright¬ 
man turned to his wife. ‘They went off quite happy, 
didn’t they?’ 

‘Yes, of course they did,' she said eagerly. ‘ They always 
loved to have a day on the common. They took their 
lunch, and they went running as happy as happy—and 
then this,’ she sobbed. 

‘My dearie.’ Brightman patted her. 

‘Well, well.’ Reggie stood up. ‘Oh. By the way. 
Has Eddie—or Bessie—ever stolen anything at home 
here—money or what not ? ' 

Brightman started and stared at him. ‘ That’s not fair, 
sir. That's not a right thing to ask. There isn’t stealing 
between little ones and their mother and father.' 

‘No. As you say. No,’ Reggie murmured. ‘Good 
night. You ’ll hear how they go on. Good night.’ 

‘Thank you, sir. We shall be anxious to hear. Good 
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night, sir,’ said Brightman, and Mrs. Brightman showed 
them out with tearful gratitude. As the door was opened, 
Brightman called: ‘Florrie! Don't bolt it. Mrs. Wiven 
hasn’t come back.’ 

‘I know. I know,’ she answered, and bade them good 
night and shut the door. 

f A few paces away, Reggie stopped and looked back at 
the shuttered shop and the dark windows. ‘Well, well. 
What does the professional mind make of all that?’ 

‘Just what you'd expect, wasn’t it?’ Bell grunted. 

‘Yes. Absolutely. Poor struggling shopkeepers, earnestly 
religious, keeping the old house like a new pin. All in 
accordance with the evidence.’ He sniffed the night air. 
‘Dank old house.' 

‘General shop smell. All sorts of things mixed up.’ 

‘As you say. There were. And there would be. Nothing 
you couldn’t have guessed before we went. Except that 
Mrs. Wiven is expected—whoever Mrs. Wiven is.' 

‘I don’t know. Sounds like a lodger.' 

‘ Yes, that is so. Which would make another resident in 
the home of Eddie and Bessie. However. She's not come 
back yet. So we can go home. The end of a beastly day. 
And to-morrow's another one. I ’ll be out to see the 
children in the morning. Oh, my Lord! Those children.’ 
His hand gripped Bell’s arm. ... 

By eight o’clock in the morning he was at the bedside 
of Bessie Hill—an achievement of stupendous but useless 
energy, for she did not wake till half-past. 

Then he took charge. A responsible position, which he 
interpreted as administering to her cups of warm milk 
and bread and butter. She consumed them eagerly; she 
took his service as a matter of course. 

‘Good girl.’ Reggie wiped her mouth. ‘ Feelin’ better? 

She sighed and snuggled down, and gazed at him with 
large eyes. ‘ Umm. Who are you?' 

‘They call me Mr. Fortune. Is it nice here?’ 

‘Umm. Comfy.’ The big eyes were puzzled and 

wondering. ‘ Where is it ? ’ 

‘ Blaney Hospital. People brought you here after you 
were in the pond. Do you remember?’ 

She shook her head. ‘Is Eddie here?’ 
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* Oh, yes. Eddie's asleep. He’s all right. Were you 
cross with Eddie?' 

Tears came into the brown eyes. Eddie was cross wiv 
me,’ the child whimpered. ‘I wasn’t. I wasn t. Eddie 
said must go into ve water. I didn’t want. But Eddie 
was so cross. Love Eddie.’ 

‘Yes. Little girl.’ Reggie stroked her hair. Eddie 
shouldn’t have been cross. Just a little girl. But Eddie 

isn't often cross, is he?' 

‘No. Love Eddie. Eddie’s dear. 

* Why was he cross yesterday ? ’ 

The brown eyes opened wider. ‘ I was naughty. It was 

Mrs. Wiven. Old Mrs. Wiven. I did go up to her room. 

I didn’t fink she was there. Sometimes is sweeties. But 
she was vere. She scolded me. She said I was little fief. 
We was all fiefs. And Eddie took me away and oh, he was 
so cross; he said I would be wicked and must not be. But 
I aren't. I aren't. Eddie was all funny and angry, and 
said not to be like him and go to hell, and then he did take 
me into pond wiv him. I didn’t want! I didn't want! 

‘No. Of course not. No. Poor little girl. Eddie 
didn’t understand. But it's all right now.’ 

‘Is Eddie still cross wiv me?' she whimpered. 

‘Oh, no. No. Eddie won't be cross any more. No¬ 
body 's cross, little girl.' Reggie bent over her. ' Every¬ 
body’s going to be kind now. You only have to be 
quiet and happy. That's all.’ 

‘Oooh.’ She gazed up at him. ‘Tell Eddie I ’m sorry.’ 

‘Yes. I ’ll tell him.' Reggie kissed her hand and 
turned away. 

The nurse met him at the door. ‘ Did she wake in the 
night ? ' he whispered. 

‘Yes, sir, asking for Eddie. She's a darling, isn't she? 
She makes me cry, talking like that of him.’ 

‘That won't do any harm,' Reggie said, and his face 
hardened. ‘But you mustn’t talk about him.' 

He went to the room where Eddie lay. The doctor was 
there, and turned from the bedside to confer with him. 
‘Not too bad. We’ve put in a long sleep. Quite quiet 
since we waked. Very thirsty. Taken milk with a dash 
of coffee nicely. But we 're rather flat.’ 
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Reggie sat down by the bed. The boy lay very still. 
His thin face was white. Only his eyes moved to look at 
Reggie, so little open, their pupils so small that they 
seemed all greenish-grey. He gave no sign of recognition, 
or feeling, or intelligence. Reggie put a hand under the 
clothes and found him cold and damp, and felt for his pulse. 

‘Well, young man, does anything hurt you now?' 

‘ I'm tired. I'm awful tired,' the boy said. 

‘Yes. I know. But that's going away.’ 

‘No, it isn’t; it's worse. I didn’t ought to have waked 
up.’ The faint voice was drearily peevish. ‘I didn’t 
want to. It’s no good. I thought I was dead. And it 
was good being dead.’ 

‘Was it ?' Reggie said sharply. 

‘The boy gave a quivering cry. ‘Yes, it was!’ His 
face was distorted with fear and wonder. ‘I thought it 
would be so dreadful and it was all quiet and nice, and 
then I wasn't dead, I was alive and everything’s awful 
again. I 've got to go on still.' 

‘ What's awful in going on ? ' said Reggie. ‘ Bessie wants 
you. Bessie sent you her love. She’s gettin’ well quick.’ 

• Bessie ? Bessie’s here in bed like I am ?' The un¬ 
natural greenish eyes stared. 

‘Of course she is. Only much happier than you are. 

The boy began to sob. 

‘ Why do you cry about that ? ' Reggie said. ‘ She’s got 
to be happy. Boys and girls have to be happy. 1 hat s 
what they ’re for. You didn’t want Bessie to die.’ 

‘ I did. ’ You know I did,’ the boy sobbed. 

‘I know you jumped in the pond with her. That was 
silly. But you’d got rather excited, hadn’t you? What 
was it all about ? ' 

‘They ’ll tell you,' the boy muttered. 

‘Who will?’ . , 

‘The keepers, the p’lice, the m-magistrate, everybody. 

I'm wicked. I ’m a thief. I can’t help it. And I didn t 


want Bessie to be wicked too.’ 

‘ Of course you didn’t. And she isn t. W hat ever made 

you think she was? ' 

‘But she was.' The boy’s voice was shrill She went 
to Mrs. Wiven's room. She was looking for pennies. 
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I know she was. She ’d seen me. And Mrs. Wiven said 

we were all thieves. So I had to. . 

-‘Oh, no, you hadn't. And you didn t. You see? 

Things don't happen like that.' 

' ‘Yes, they do. There's hell. Where their worms 
don't die.’ 

The doctor made a muttered exclamation. 

Reggie's hand held firm at the boy’s as he moved and 
writhed. ‘There's God too,’ he murmured. ‘God's kind. 
Bessie’s not going to be wicked. You don’t have to be 
wicked. That's what's come of it all. Somebody's 
holding you up now.’ His hand pressed. ‘ Feel? ’ The 
boy’s lips parted; he looked up in awe. ‘Yes. Like that. 
You ’ll see me again and again. Now good-bye. Think 
about me. I ’m thinking about you.’ ... He stayed a 
while longer before he said another ‘Good-bye.’ 

Outside, in the corridor, the doctor spoke: ‘I say, Mr. 
Fortune, you got him then. That was the stuffy I thought 
you were driving hard before. Sorry I spoke.’ 

‘I was.’ Reggie frowned. His round face was again 
of a ruthless severity. ‘“Difficult matter to play with 
souls,” ’ he mumbled. 'We’ve got to.’ He looked under 
drooping eyelids. ‘ Know the name of the keeper who saw 
the attempted drowning? Fawkes? Thanks.' 

He left the hospital and walked across the common. 
The turf was parched and yellow, worn away on either 
side of paths loosened by the summer drought. Reggie 
descried the brown coat of a keeper, made for him, and 
was directed to where Fawkes would be. 

Fawkes was a slow-speaking, slow-thinking old soldier, 
but he knew his own mind. 

There was no doubt in it that Eddie had tried to kill 


Bessie, no indignation, no surprise. Chewing his words, 
he gave judgment. He had known Eddie’s sort, lots of 
’em. Tgh strung, wanting the earth, kicking up behind 
and before ’cause they couldn’t get it. He didn’t mind 
’em. Rather ’ave ’em than young 'uns like sheep. But 
you ’ad to dress ’em down proper. They was devils else. 
Young Eddie would 'ave to be for it. 

That business of the boat? Yes, Eddie pinched that 
all right. Smart kid; you'd got to ’and him that. And 
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yet not so smart. Silly, lying up with it on the common; 
just the way to get nabbed. Ought to 'ave took it 'ome 
and sailed it over at Wymond Park. Never been spotted 
then. But 'im and 'is sister, they made a reg’lar den up 
in the gorse. Always knew where to look for 'em. Silly. 
Why, they was up there yesterday, loafing round, before 'e 
did 'is drowning act. 

‘Take you there? I can, if you like.’ 

Reggie did like. They went up the brown slopes of 
the common to a tangle of gorse and bramble over small 
sand-hills. 

‘There you are.' The keeper pointed his stick to a 
patch of loose sand in a hollow. ‘That's young Eddie's 
funk-’ole. That's where we spotted ’em with the blinking 
boat.’ 

Reggie came to the place. The sand had been scooped 
up by small hands into a low wall round a space which 
was decked out with pebbles, yellow petals of gorse, and 
white petals of bramble. 

'Ain’t that just like ’em!’ The keeper was angrily 
triumphant. 'They know they didn't ought to pick the 
flowers. As well as you and me they do, and they go 
and do it.' 

Reggie did not answer. He surveyed the pretence of a 
garden and looked beyond. ‘Oh, my Lord!' he muttered. 
On the ground lay a woman’s bag. 

"Alio, 'alio.' The keeper snorted. ‘They’ve been 

pinching something else.’ 

Reggie took out his handkerchief, put his hand in it, and 
thus picked up the bag. He looked about him; he wandered 
to and fro, going delicately, examining the confusion of 
small footmarks, further and further away. 

'Been all round, ain’t they?' the keeper greeted him 

on his return. 

‘That is so. Yes.’ Reggie mumbled and looked at 
him with searching eyes. ‘Had any notice of a bag lost 

or stolen ? ’ , (Tr M1 

‘Not as I 've ’eard. Better ask the ’ead keeper. L 11 

be up at the top wood about now.’ 

The wood was a thicket of birch and crab-apple an 
thorn. As they came near, they saw on its verge the head 


f; THE YELLOW SLUGS 339. 

(keeper and two other men who were not in the brown 
coats of authority. One of these was Superintendent Bell. 
He came down the slope in a hurry. ' 

‘I tried to catch you at the hospital, Mr. Fortune, he 
said. ‘But I suppose you’ve heard about Mrs.' Wiven?’ 

‘Oh. The Mrs. Wiven who hadn’t come back,’ Reggie 
said slowly. ‘No. I haven’t heard anything.’ 

• ‘I thought you must have, by your being out here pn 
the common. Well, she didn’t come back at all. This 
morning Brightman turned up at the station very fussy 
and rattled to ask if they had any news of his lodger, 
Mrs. Wiven. She never came in last night, and he thought 
she must have had an accident or something. She'd been 
lodging with them for years. Old lady, fixed in her habits. 
Never went anywhere, that he knew of, except to chapel 
and for a cup o’ tea with some of her chapel friends, and 
none of them had seen her. These fine summer days she'd 
take her food out and sit on the common here all day 
long. She went off yesterday morning with sandwiches 
and a vacuum flask of tea and her knitting. Often she 
wouldn’t come home till it was getting dark. They didn't 
think much of her being late; sometimes she went in and 
had a bit o’ supper with a friend. She had her key, and 
they left the door unbolted, like we heard, and went to 
bed, being worn out with the worry of the kids. But 
when Mrs. Brightman took up her cup of tea this morning 
and found she wasn’t in her room, Brightman came 
running round to the station. Queer business, eh?’ 

'Yes. Nasty business. Further you go the nastier.' 

Bell looked at him curiously and walked him away from 
the keeper. ‘You feel it that way? So do I. Could you 
tell me what you were looking for out here—as you didn’t 
know she was missing ?' 

‘Oh, yes. I came to verify the reports of Eddie’s per¬ 
formances.’ 

‘Ah! Have you found any error?’ 

'No. I should say everything happened as stated.’ 

‘The boy's going to get well, isn't he? ' 

‘It could be. If he gets the chance.' 

‘Poor little beggar,’ Bell grunted. ‘What do you really 
think about him, Mr. Fortune?’ 
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. ‘Clever child, ambitious child, imaginative child. What 
children ought to be—twisted askew.’ 

‘Kind of perverted, you mean.’ 

‘That is so. Yes. However. Question now is, not 
what I think of the chances of Eddie’s soul, but what's 
been happening. Evidence inadequate, curious, and nasty. 
I went up to the private lair of Eddie and Bessie. Same 
where he was caught with the stolen boat. I found this.’ 
He showed Bell the woman’s bag. 

‘My oath! ’ Bell muttered, and took it from him gingerly. 
‘You wrapped it up! Thinkin’ there might be finger¬ 
prints.’ 

‘Yes. Probably are. They might even be useful.’ 

‘And you went-looking for this—not knowing the woman 
was missing ? ' 

‘Wasn't lookin’ for it,’ Reggie snapped. ‘I was lookin’ 
for anything there might be. Found a little pretence of 
a garden they’d played at—and this.’ 

‘Ah, but you heard last night about Mrs. Wiven, and 
this morning you go up where Eddie hides what he’s stolen. 
Don't that mean you made sure there was something fishy? 
You see when we 're blind, Mr. Fortune.’ 

‘Oh, no. I don’t see. I knew more than you did. 
Little Bessie told me this morning she was in Mrs. Wiven's 
room yesterday, privily and by stealth, and Mrs. Wiven 
caught her and called her a thief, and said they were all 
thieves. I should think little Bessie may have meant to 
be a thief. Which would agree with Eddie’s effort to 
drown her so she should die good and honest. But I 
don’t see my way.’ 

‘All crazy, isn't it?' Bell grunted. 

' Yes. The effort of Eddie is an incalculable factor. 
However. You'd better look at the bag.’ 

Bell opened it with cautious fingers. A smell of pepper¬ 
mint came out. Within was a paper bag of peppermint 
lozenges, two unclean handkerchiefs marked E. W., an 
empty envelope addressed to Mrs. Wiven, a bottle of 
soda-mint tablets, and some keys. 

‘Evidence that it is the bag of the missing Mrs. Wiven 
strong,’ Reggie murmured. He peered into it. ‘But no 
money. Not a penny.’ He looked up at Bell with that 
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cold, ruthless curiosity which Bell always talks about in 
discussing the case. ‘ Stealin’is the recurnn motive. You 

notice^thatP^eU ^ him « Y ou take it cool, Mr. 

Fortune. I’ve got to own it makes me feel queer. 

‘No use feelin' feelings,’ Reggie drawled. We have to 

goon. We want the truth, whatever it is.’ , 

‘Well, all right, I know,’ Bell said gloomily. They re 
searching the common for her. That's why I came out 
here. They knew her. She did sit about here in summer. 
He went back to the head keeper and conferred again. . . . 
Reggie purveyed himself a deck-chair, and therein sat 

extended and lit a pipe and closed his eyes. • • • 

‘Mr. Fortune!' Bell stood over him. His lips emitted 
a stream of smoke. No other part of him moved. 
‘They’ve found her. I suppose you expected that.’ 

‘Yes. Obvious possibility. Probable possibility. It 
has been remarked that Mr. Fortune has a singular capacity 
for becoming erect from a supine position. A professor of 
animal morphology once delivered a lecture upon him 
after a hospital dinner—as the highest type of the in¬ 
vertebrates. He stood up from the deck-chair in one 
undulating motion. ‘Well, well. Where is the new fact? 
he moaned. 

Bell took him into the wood. No grass grew in it. 
Where the sandy soil was not bare, dead leaves made a 
carpet. Under the crab-apple trees, between the thorn- 
brakes, were nooks obviously much used by pairs of lovers. 
By one of these, not far from the whale-back edge of 
rising ground which was the wood’s end, some men stood 
together. 

On the grey sand there lay a woman's body. She was 
small; she was dressed in a coat and skirt of dark grey 
cloth and a black and white blouse. The hat on her grey 
hair was pulled to one side, giving her a look of absurd 
frivolity in ghastly contrast to the distortion of her pallid 
face. Her lips were closely compressed and almost 
white. The dead eyes stared up at the trees with dilated 
pupils. 

Reggie walked round the body, going delicately, rather 
like a dog in doubt how to deal with another dog. 
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Beside the body was a raffia bag which held some 
knitting, a vacuum flask, and an opened packet of 
sandwiches. 

Reggie’s discursive eyes looked at them and looked again 
at the dead face, but not for long. He was more interested 
in the woman’s skirt. He bent over that, examined it 
from side to side, and turned away and went on prowling 
further and further away, and as he went he scraped at 
the dry sand here and there. 

When he came back to the body, his lips were curved in a 
grim, mirthless smile. He looked at Bell. ‘ Photographer,’ 
he mumbled. 

‘Sent a man to phone, sir,' Bell grunted. 

Reggie continued to look at him. ‘Have you? Why 
have you? ’ 

‘Just routine.' Bell was startled. 

‘Oh. Only that. Well, well.' Reggie knelt down by 
the body. His hands went to the woman’s mouth. . . . 
He took something from his pocket and forced the mouth 
open and looked in. . . . He closed the mouth again, and 
sat down on his heels and contemplated the dead woman 
with dreamy curiosity. . . . He opened her blouse. Upon 
the underclothes was a dark stain. He bent over that and 
smelt it; he drew the clothes from her chest. 

‘No wound, is there?’ Bell muttered. 

'Oh, no. No.’ Reggie put back the clothes and stood 
up and went to the flask and the sandwiches. He pulled 
the bread of an unfinished sandwich apart, looked at it, 
and put it down. He took the flask and shook it. It was 
not full. He poured some of the contents into its cup. 

‘Tea, eh?’ said Bell. 'Strong tea.’ 

‘ Yes. It would be,’ Reggie murmured. He tasted it 
and spat, and poured what was in the cup back into the 
flask and corked it again and gave it to Bell. 

‘There you are. Cause of death, poisoning by oxalic 
acid or binoxalate of potassium—probably the lattei 
commonly called salts of lemon. And we shall find some 
in that awful tea. We shall also find it in the body. 
Tongue and mouth, white, contracted, eroded. Time of 
death, probably round about twenty-four hours ago. b<o 
certainty.’ 
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f ‘My oath! It's too near certainty for my liking,’ Bell 

muttered. ,. ... , . . 

j. ‘is it?* Reggie's eyelids drooped. Wasn t thinkin^ 

• about what you'd like. Other interestin’ facts converge.’ 

‘They do!' Bell glowered at him. ‘One of the com¬ 
monest kinds of poisoning, isn’t it ? ’ 

‘Oh, yes. Salts of lemon very popular.' 

‘Anybody can get it.’ 

‘As you say. Removes stains, cleans brass and what 
not. Also quickly fatal, with luck. Unfortunate chemical 
properties.' 

‘This boy Eddie could have got some easy.’ 

‘That is so. Yes. Lethal dose for a penny or two 

anywhere.’ 

* Well, then—look at it!' 

‘I have,' Reggie murmured. ‘Weird case. Ghastly 
case.’ 

‘Gives me the horrors,’ said Bell. ‘The old lady comes 
out here to spend the day as usual, and somebody's put a 
spot of poison in her drop o' tea and she dies; and her 
bag's stolen, and found without a farthing where the boy 
Eddie hides his loot. And, about the time the old lady's 
dying, Eddie tries to drown his sister. What are you 
going to make of that? What can you make of it? It 
was a poison any kid could get hold of. One of 'em must 
have poisoned her to steal her little bit o’ money. But the 
girl’s not much more than a baby. It must have been 
Eddie that did it—and that goes with the rest of his doings. 
He's got the habit of stealing. But his little sister saw 
something of it, knew too much, so he put up this drowning 
to stop her tongue—and then, when she was saved, made 
up this tale about killing her to keep her honest. Devilish, 
isn’t it? And when you find a child playing the devil— 
my oath! But it is devilish clever—his tale would put the 
stealing and all the rest on the baby. And we can’t prove 
anything else. She's too little to be able to get it clear, 
and he 's made himself out driven wild by her goings on. 
If a child’s really wicked, he beats you.' 

‘Yes, that is so,' Reggie drawled. ‘Rather excited, 
aren’t you? Emotions are not useful in investigation. 
Prejudice the mind into exaggeratin’ facts and ignorin’ 
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other facts. Both fallacies exhibited in your argument. 
You mustn’t ignore what Bessie did say—that she went 
into Mrs. Wiven’s room yesterday morning and Mrs. Wiven 
caught her. I shouldn’t wonder if you found Bessie's 
fingerprints on that bag.’ 

* ‘My Lord!’ Bell stared at him. ‘It's the nastiest case 
I ever had. When it comes to babies in murder-’ 

‘Not nice, no. Discoverin’ the possibilities of corruption 
of the soul. However. We haven’t finished yet. Other 
interestin’ facts have been ignored by Superintendent Bell. 
Hallo!' Several men were approaching briskly. ‘ Is this 
your photographer and other experts?’ 

‘That's right. Photographer and fingerprint men.’ 

‘Very swift and efficient.’ Reggie went to meet them. 
' Where did you spring from ? ’ 

'By car, sir.' The photographer was surprised. ‘On 
the road up there. We had the location by phone.’ 

‘Splendid. Now then. Give your attention to the 
lady’s skirt. Look.’ He indicated a shining streak across 
the dark stuff. ‘Bring that out.' 

‘Can do, sir,' the photographer said, and fell to work. 

Reggie turned to Bell. ‘ Then they ’ll go over the whole 
of her for fingerprints, what? And the sandwich paper. 
And the flask. Not forgettin' the bag. That's all. I’ve 
finished here. She can be taken to the mortuary for me.’ 

‘Very good,' Bell said, and turned away to give. the 
orders, but, having given them, stood still to stare at the 
thin glistening streak on the skirt. 

Reggie came quietly to his elbow. ' \ ou do notice that? 
Well, well.' Bell looked at him with a puzzled frown and 
was met for the first time in this case by a small, satisfied 
smile which further bewildered him. He bent again to 
pore over the streak. ‘ It 's all right.’ Reggie’s voice was 
soothing. ‘That ’s on record now. Come on.' Linking 
arms, he drew Bell away from the photographers and the 
fingerprint men. ‘Well? What does the highei intelli¬ 
gence make of the line on the skirt? 

‘I don’t know. I can’t make out why you think so 

much of it.' . 

‘My dear chap! Oh, my dear chap!’ Reggie moaned. 
'Crucial fact. Decisive fact.’ He led Bell on out of the 
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wood and across the common, and at a respectful distance 

Bell’s two personal satellites followed. 

‘Decisive, eh?’ BeU frowned. ‘It was just a smear 
of something to me. You mean salts of lemon would 

leave a shiny stain ? ’ 

‘Oh, no. No. Wouldn’t shine at all. 

‘ Had she been sick on her skirt ? ' 

'Not there. No. Smear wasn't human material. 

‘Well I thought it wasn’t. What are you thinking of? 

‘I did think of what Eddie said—where their worm 

dieth not.’ _, 

‘My God!’ Bell muttered. ‘Worms? He gave a 

shudder. ‘I don't get you at all, sir. It sounds mad.’ 

‘No. Connection is sort of desperate rational. I told 
you Eddie was like that. However. Speakin’ scientifi¬ 
cally, not a worm, but a slug. That streak was a slug’s 
trail.’ 

‘Oh. I see.' BeU was much relieved. 'Now you say 
so, it did look like that. The sort o’ slime a slug leaves 
behind. It does dry shiny, of course.’ 

‘You have noticed that?’ Reggie admired him. 

‘Splendid!’ 

BeU was not pleased. ‘I have seen slugs before,' he 
grunted. ‘But what is there to make a fuss about? 

I grant you, it's nasty to think of a slug crawling over 
the woman as she lay there dead. That don’t mean 
anything, though. Just what you’d expect, with the 
body being all night in the wood. Slugs come out when 
it gets dark.’ 

‘My dear chap! Oh, my dear chap!’ Reggie moaned. 
‘You mustn't talk like that. Shakes confidence in the 
police force. Distressin’ mixture of inadequate observation 
and fallacious reasonin’.’ 

‘Thank you. I don’t know what’s wrong with it.' 
BeU was irritated. 

‘Oh, my BeU! You shock me. Think again. Your 
general principle's aU right. Slugs do come out at night. 
Slugs like the dark. That’s a general truth which has its 
particular application. But you fail to observe the condi¬ 
tions. The body was in a wood with no herbage on the 
ground: and the ground was a Ught dry sand. These are 
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not conditions which attract the slug. I should have been 
much surprised if I'd found any slugs there, or their 
tracks. But I looked for ’em—which you didn't. Bell. 
I'm always careful. And there wasn’t .a trace. No. I 
can't let you off. A slug had crawled over her skirt, 
leavin' his slime from side to side. And yet his slime 
didn’t go beyond her skirt on to the ground anywhere. 
How do you suppose he managed that? Miracle—by a 
slug. I don't believe in miracles if I can help it. I object 
to your simple faith in the miraculous gasteropod. It's 
lazy.' • 

‘You go beyond me,’ said Bell uneasily. ‘You grasp 
the whole thing while I'm only getting bits. What do 
you make of it all? ’ 

‘Oh, my Bell!' Reggie reproached him. ‘Quite clear. 
When the slug walked over her, she wasn’t lying where she 
was found.' 

‘Is that all?’ Bell grunted. ‘I dare say. She might 
have had her dose, and felt queer and lay down, and 
then moved on to die where we found her. Nothing queer 
in that, is there?' 

‘Yes. Several things very queer. It could be. Oxalic 
poisoning might lay her out and still let her drag herself 
somewhere else to die. Not likely she'd take care to bring 
her flask and her sandwiches with her. Still less likely 
she’d lie long enough for a slug to walk over her and then 
recover enough to move somewhere else—and choose to 
move into the wood, where she wouldn’t be seen. Why 
should she? She'd try for help if she could try for any¬ 
thing. And, finally, most unlikely she'd find any place 
here with slugs about. Look at it; it's all arid and sandy 
and burnt up by the summer. No. Quite unconvincin' 
explanation. The useful slug got on to her somewhere 
else. The slug is decisive.' 

‘Then you mean to say she was poisoned some other 
place, and brought here dead?’ Bell frowned. ‘It 's all 
very well. You make it sound reasonable. But would 
you like to try this slug argument on a jury? They ’d 
never stand for it, if you ask me. It's all too clever.’ 

‘You think so?' Reggie murmured. ‘Well, well. Then 
it does give variety to the case. We haven’t been very 
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clever so far. However. Study to improve. There is 
| further evidence. She’d been sick. Common symptom 
of oxalic poisoning. But she 'd been sick on her under¬ 
clothes and not on her outside clothes. That’s very diflfi- 
: cult. Think about it. Even juries can be made to think 
I sometimes. Even coroners, which is very hard. Even 
f judges. I've done it in my time, simple as I am. I might 
■ do it again. Yes, I might. With the aid of the active 
and intelligent police force. Come on.’ 

‘ What do you want to do ?' 

‘Oh, my Bell! I want to call on Mr. and Mrs. Bright- 
• man. We need their collaboration. We can’t get on 
without it.’ 

‘All right. I. don’t mind trying 'em,' Bell agreed 
gloomily. ‘ We've got to find out all about the old woman 
somehow. We don't really know anything yet.’ 

‘I wouldn’t say that. No,’ Reggie mumbled. ‘How¬ 
ever. One moment.' 

They had come to the edge of the common by the 
hospital, where his car waited. He went across to it and 
spoke to his chauffeur. 

‘Just calmin’ Sam,' he apologized on his return. ‘He 
gets peevish when forgotten. Come on.’ 

They arrived again at the little general shop. Its un¬ 
shuttered window now enticed the public with a meagre 
array of canned goods and cartons which had been there 
some time. The door was shut but not fastened. Opening 
it rang a bell. They went in, and found the shop empty, 
and for a minute or two stood in a mixture of smells 
through which soap was dominant. 

Mrs. Bright man came from the room behind, wiping red 
arms and hands on her apron. Her plump face, which 
was tired and sweating, quivered alarm at the sight of 
them. ‘Oh, it’s you!’ she cried. ‘What is it? Is there 
anything? ’ 

‘Your children are doing well,' said Reggie. ‘Thought 
I’d better let you know that.' 

She stared at him, and tears came into her eyes. ‘ Praise 
God!' she gasped. ‘Thank you, sir, you ’re very kind.' 

‘No. You don’t have to thank me. I 'm just doin’ 
my job.' 
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But again she thanked him, and went on nervously! 
‘ Have you heard anything of Mrs. Wiven ? ’ 

‘ I want to have a little talk about her. Is Mr. Bright- 
man in? * 

No, he isn’t, not just now. Have you got any news 
of her, sir ? ’ 

‘Yes. There is some news. Sorry Mr. Brightman’s 
out. Where’s he gone?’ 

‘Down to the yard, sir.’ 

‘Out at the back here?’ 

‘No. No. Down at his own yard.’ 

‘ Oh. He has a business of his own.? ’ 

‘Yes, sir, a little business. Furniture dealing it is. 
Second-hand furniture.’ 

‘ I see. Well, well. We could get one of the neighbours 
to run down and fetch him, what?’ Reggie turned to 
Bell. 

‘That’s the way,’ Bell nodded. ‘What’s the address, 
ma’am ? ’ 

She swallowed. ‘It’s just round the corner. Smith’s 
Buildings. Anybody would tell you. But he might be 
out on a job, you know; I couldn’t say.’ 

Bell strode out, and the messenger he sent was one of 
his satellites. 

‘Well, while we’re waitin’, we might come into your 
nice little room,’ Reggie suggested. ‘There’s one or two 
things you can tell me.’ 

‘Yes, sir, I'm sure, anything as I can, I '11 be glad. 
Will you come through, please?' She lifted the flap of 
the counter for him, she opened the curtained glass door 
of the room behind. It was still in exact order, but she 
had to apologize for it. ‘ I 'm sorry we ’re all in a mess. 

I ’m behindhand with my cleaning, having this dreadful 
trouble with the children and being so worried I can’t get 
on. I don't half know what I ’m doing, and then poor 

Mrs. Wiven being lost-’ She stopped, breathless. 

‘What is it about Mrs. Wiven, sir? What have you 
heard ? ’ 

'Not good news,' Reggie said. ‘Nobody will see Mrs. 
Wiven alive again.’ 

The full face grew pale beneath its sweat, the eyes stood 
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out." ‘She's dead! Oh, the poor soul! But how do you 

know? How was it?’ 

‘ She’s been found dead on the common. 

Mrs. Brightman stared at him: her mouth came open 
and shook: she flung her apron over her head and bent 
.and was convulsed with hysterical sobbing. 

‘Fond of her, were you?’ Reggie sympathized. 

A muffled voice informed him that she was a dear old 

lady—and so good to everybody. 

‘Was she? Yes. But I wanted to ask you about the 
children. What time did they go out yesterday? ’ Still 
sobbing under her .apron, Mrs. Brightman seemed not to 
hear. ‘Yesterday morning,’ Reggie insisted. ‘You must 
remember. What time was it when Eddie and Bessie 
went out?' 

After a moment the apron was pulled down from a 
swollen, tearful face. ‘What time? she repeated looking 
at her lap and wiping her eyes. 'I don’t know exactly, 
sir. Just after breakfast. Might be somewheres about 
nine o’clock.' 

‘Yes, it might be,’ Reggie murmured. ‘They were 

pulled out of the pond about then.’ 

‘ I suppose so,’ she whimpered. ‘ What's it got to do 

with Mrs. Wiven?' 

'You don’t see any connection?’ 

She stared at him. ‘How could there be? ’ 

The shop-door bell rang, and she started up to answer 
it. She found Bell in the shop. ‘Oh, have you found 
Mr. Brightman?’ she cried. 

‘No, not yet. Where’s Mr. Fortune?’ 

Reggie called to him, ‘Come on, Bell,’ and she brought 
him into the back room and stood looking from one to 
the other. ‘So Mr. Brightman wasn’t in his yard?' 

‘No, sir. Nobody there. At least, they couldn’t make 
anybody hear.’ 

‘Well, well,’ Reggie murmured. 

‘But I told you he might have gone off on a job. He 
often has to go to price some stuff or make an offer or 
something.’ 

‘You did say so. Yes,’ Reggie murmured. ‘However. 
I was asking about the children. Before they went out 
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yesterday—Bessie got into trouble with Mrs. Wiven, 
didn’t she?’ ::! 

The woman looked down and plucked at her apron . 

'You didu’ttellus that last night,’ Reggie said. 

‘I didn't want to. I didn’t see as it mattered. And 
I didn't want to say anything against Bessie: She's my 
baby.' Her eyes were streaming. ‘ Don’t you see? ’ 

'Bessie told me,’ said Reggie. 

* Bessie co nfesse d 1 Oh, it’s all too dreadful. The baby! 
I don't knowwKy this was to come on us. I brought 'em 
up to be good, I have. And she was such a darling baby. 
But it's God’s will.' 

‘Yes. What did happen?' said Reggie. 

'Mrs. Wiven was always hard on the children. She 
never had a child herself, poor thing. Bessie got into her 
room, and Mrs. Wiven caught her and said she was prying 
and stealing like Eddie. I don’t know what Bessie was 
doing there. Children will do such, whatever you do. 
And there was Bessie crying and Eddie all wild. He does 
get so out of himself. I packed ’em off, and I told Mrs. 
Wiven it wasn’t nothing to be so cross about, and she got 
quite nice again. She was always a dear with me and 
Brightman. A good woman at heart, sir, she was.’ 

‘ And when did Mrs. Wiven go out ?' said Reggie. 

' It must have been soon after. She liked her days on 
the common in summer, she did.’ 

'Oh, yes. That's clear.’ Reggie stood up and looked 
out at the yard, where some washing was hung out to 
dry. ‘What was Mrs. Wiven wearing yesterday?’ 

‘Let me see-’ Mrs. Brightman was surprised by the 

turn in the conversation. ‘I don’t rightly remember— 
she had on her dark coat and skirt. She always liked to 
be nicely dressed when she went out.’ Under the frown of 
this mental effort swollen eyes blinked at him. ‘But you 
said she’d been found. You know what she had on.’ 

‘Yes. When she was on the common. Before she got 
there—what was she wearing?' 

Mrs. Brightman's mouth opened and shut. 

‘I mean, when she caught Bessie in her room. What 
was she wearing then?’ 

‘The same—she wouldn’t have her coat on—I don’t 
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know as I remember—but the same-she knew she was * 
going out—she’d dress for it—she wouldn t ever dress 

twice in a morning.’ ,, 

'Wouldn't she? She didn’t have that overall on. 

Reggie pointed to a dark garment hanging on the line in 

the yard which stretched from house to shed. 

‘No, she didn’t, I’m sure. That was m the dirty 

^But you had to wash it to-day. < Well, well. Now we 

want to have a look at Mrs. Wiven’s room. , 

‘If you like. Of course, nothing's been done. It s all 
untidy.’ She led the way upstairs, lamenting that the 
house was all anyhow, she ’d been so put about. 

But Mrs. Wiven’s room was primly neat and as clean as 
the shining passage and stairs. The paint had been worn 
thin by much washing, the paper was so faded that its 
rosebud pattern merged into a uniform pinkish grey. n 
old fur rug by the bedside, a square of threadbare carpet 
under the rickety round table in the middle of the room, 
were the only coverings of the scoured floor. The table 
had one cane chair beside it, and there was a small basket 
chair by the empty grate—nothing else in the room but 
the iron bedstead and a combination of chest of drawers, 
dressing-table, and washstand, with its mirror all biown 

spots. . , 

Mrs. Brightman passed round the room, pulling this ana 
pushing that. ‘I haven’t even dusted, she lamented. 
‘Is this her own furniture?’ Reggie asked. 

‘No, sir, she hadn’t anything. We had to furnish it 

for her.’ 


‘Quite poor, was she? ’ 

‘I don’t really know how she managed. And, of couise, 
we didn’t ever press her; you couldn’t. She had her 
savings, I suppose. She’d been in good service, by what 
she used to say.' 

‘No relations? ' 

‘No, sir. She was left quite alone. That was really 
why she came to us, she was that lonely. She’d say to 
me she did so want a home, till we took her. When she 
was feeling down, she used to cry and tell me she didn t 
know what would become of her. Of course, we wouldn’t 
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ever have let her want, poor dear. But it’s my belief 
her bit of money was running out.’ 

Reggie gazed about the room. .On the walls were many 
cards with texts. 

‘Mr. Brightman put up the good words for her,’ Mrs. 
Brightman explained, and gazed at one of the texts and 
cried. 

‘“In My Father's house are many mansions.” ’ Reggie 
read it out slowly, and again looked round the bare little 
room. 

Mrs. Brightman sobbed. ‘Ah, she’s gone there now. 
She's happy.' 

Bell was moving from one to other of the cupboards 
beside the grate. Nothing was in them but clothes. He 
went on to the dressing-table. ‘She don’t seem to have 
any papers. Only this.' He lifted a cash-box, and money 
rattled in it. 

'I couldn’t say, I'm sure,’ Mrs. Brightman whimpered. 

Reggie stood by the table. ‘ Did she have her meals up 
here?' he asked. 

Mrs. Brightman thought about that. 'Mostly she didn’t. 
She liked to sit down with us. She used to say it was 
more homely.' 

Reggie fingered the table-cloth, pulled it off, and looked 
at the cracked veneer beneath. He stooped, felt the strip 
of old carpet under the table, drew it back. On the 
boards beneath was a patch of damp. 

Mrs. Brightman came nearer. ‘Well there!’ she said. 
'That comes of my not doing out the room. She must 
have had a accident with her slops and never told me. 
She always would do things for herself.’ 

Reggie did not answer. He wandered round the room, 
stopped by the window a moment, and turned to the door. 

‘I ’m taking this cash-box, ma’am,' said Bell. 

‘If you think right-’ Mrs. Brightman drew back. 

‘It’s not for me to say—I don’t mind, myself.' She 
looked from one to the other. ‘Will that be all, then?’ 

‘Nothing more here.’ Reggie opened the door. 

As they went downstairs, the shop bell rang again, and 
she hurried on to answer it. The two men returned to 
the room behind the shop. 
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‘Poor old woman/ Bell grunted. 'You can see what 
j sort of life she was having—that mingy room and her money 

I ’ running out—I wouldn't wonder if she committed suicide.’ 
‘Wouldn’t be wonderful. No/ Reggie murmured. 
‘Shut up.’ 

| From the shop came a man’s voice, lazy and genial. 
‘Good afternoon, mum. I want a bit o’ salts o’ lemon. 
About two penn'orth would do me. ’Ow do you sell it? ’ 
There was a mutter from Mrs. Brightman. 'We don’t 
keep it.' . * 

‘What? They told me I’d be sure to get it ’ere. Run 
out of it, 'ave you? Ain’t that too bad!’ 

‘We never did keep it,’ Mrs. Brightman said. ‘Whoever 
told you we did ? ’ 

‘All right, all right. Keep your hair on, missis. Where 
can I get it?' 

'How should I know? I don’t rightly know what it is.' 
'Don’t you? Sorry I spoke. Used for cleaning, you 
know.' 

Bell glowered at Reggie, for the humorous cockney voice 
was the voice of his chauffeur. But the cold severity of 
Reggie’s round face gave no sign. 

‘We don’t use it, nor we don’t keep it, nor any chemist’s 
stuff,' Mrs. Brightman was answering. 

'Oh, good day!’ The bell rang again as the shop door 
closed. 

Mrs. Brightman came back. ‘Running in and out of 
the shop all day with silly people,’ she panted. She looked 
from one to the other, questioning, afraid. 

I was wonderin’,’ Reggie murmured. ‘Did Mrs. Wiven 
have her meals with you yesterday—or in her room ? ’ 
‘Down here.’ The swollen eyes looked at him and 
looked away. 'She did usual, I told you. She liked to.’ 

‘ And which was the last meal she ever had ? ’ 

Mrs. Brightman suppressed a cry. ‘You do say things! 
Breakfast was the last she had here. She took out a bit 
o’ lunch and tea.' 

‘ Yes. When was that put ready ? ’ 

' I had it done first thing, knowing she meant to get 
out—-and she always liked to start early. It was there on 
the sideboard waiting at breakfast.’ 
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' Then it was ready before the children went out ? Before 
she had her quarrel with Bessie? * 

Mrs. Brightman swallowed. ‘So it was.’ 

• ‘Oh. Thank you. Rather strong, the tea in her flask,’ 
Reggie mumbled. 

‘ She always had it fairly strong. Couldn’t be too strong 
for her. I'm just the same myself.’ 

‘Convenient,’ Reggie said. ‘Now you '11 take me down 
into the cellar, Mrs. Brightman.’ 

' What ? ' She drew back so hastily that she was brought 
up by the wall. ‘The cellar? ’ Her eyes seemed to stand 
out more than ever, so they stared at him, the whites of 
them more widely bloodshot. With an unsteady hand 
she thrust back the hair from her sweating brow. ‘The 
cellar? Why ever do you want to go there? There's 
nothing in the cellar.’ 

‘ You think not ?' Reggie smiled. ‘ Come down and 
see.’ 

She gave a moaning cry; she stumbled away to the door 
at the back, and opened it, and stood holding by the 
door-post, looking out to the paved yard. 

From the shed in it appeared Brightman's bearded face. 
‘Were you looking for me, dearie? ’ he asked, and brought 
his lank shape into sight, brushing it as it came. 

She made a gesture to him; she went to meet him 
and muttered: ‘Matthew! They're asking me to take 
'em down to the cellar.' 

‘Well, to be sure!’ Brightman gave Reggie and Bell 
a glance of melancholy, pitying surprise. ‘ I don’t see any 
reason in that.' He held her up, he stroked her and 
gently remonstrated. ‘ But there's no reason they shouldn’t 
go to the cellar if they want to, Florrie. We ain’t to stand 
in the way of anything as the police think right. We ain’t 
got anything to hide, have we? Come along, dearie.’ 

An inarticulate quavering sound came from her. 

‘That’s all right, my dearie, that ’s all right,’ Brightman 


soothed her. 

‘ Is it ? ’ Bell growled. ‘ So you’ve been here all the time, 
Mr. Brightman. While she sent us to look for you down at 
your own place. Why didn t you show lip befoic? 

‘ I 've only just come in, sir,’ Brightman said quietly. 
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‘ I came in by the back. I was just putting things to rights 
in the wash-house. The wife's been so pushed. I didn t 
know you gentlemen were here. You re searching all the 
premises, are you? I'm agreeable. I'm sure it s in 
order, if you say so. But I don’t know what you re 

looking for.* . 

‘Mrs. Brightman will show us,’ said Reggie, and grasped 

her arm. 

‘Don't, don’t,’ she wailed. ' 

‘You mustn’t be foolish, dearie,’ said Brightman. You 
know there’s nothing in the cellar. Show the gentlemen 
if they want. It’s all right. I ’ll go with you.' 

‘Got a torch. Bell?’ said Reggie. ' > 

‘I have.’ Bell went back into the room. ‘And here s 
a lamp, too.’ He lit it. 

Reggie drew the shaking woman through the room into 
the passage. ‘That’s the door to your cellar. Open it. 

Come on.’ . 

Bell held the lamp overhead behind them. Reggie led 
her stumbling down the stairs, and Brightman followed 
close. 

A^thusty, dank smell came about them. The lamp¬ 
light showed a large cellar of brick walls and an earth 
floor. There was in it a small heap of coal, some sacks 
and packing-cases and barrels, but most of the dim space 
was empty. The light glistened on damp. 

‘Clay soil,’ Reggie murmured, and smiled at Brightman. 
‘Yes. That was indicated.' 

‘I don’t understand you, sir,’ said Brightman. 

‘No. You don’t. Torch, Bell.' He took it and flashed 
its beam about the cellar. ‘Oh, yes.’ He turned to 
Bell. With a finger he indicated the shining tracks of 
slugs. ‘You see?’ 

' I do,’ Bell muttered. 

Mrs. Brightman gave a choked, hysterical laugh. 

Reggie moved to and fro. He stooped. He took out 
his pocket-book and from it a piece of paper, and with 
that scraped something from a barrel side, something 
from the clay floor, and sighed satisfaction. 

Standing up, he moved the ray of the torch from place 
to place, held it steady at last to make a circle of light on 
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the ground beneath the steps. ‘There,’ he said, and Mrs. 
Brightman screamed. ‘Yes. I know. That's where you 
put her. Look, Bell.' His finger pointed to a slug’s trail 
which came into the circle of light, stopped, and went 
on again at another part of the circle. ‘It didn’t jump. 
They don’t.’ 

He swung round upon Mrs. Brightman. He held out 
to her the piece of paper cupped in his hand. On it lay 
two yellow slugs. 

She flung herself back, crying loathing and fear. 

‘Really, gentlemen, really now,’ Brightman stammered. 
‘This isn't right. This isn’t proper. You’ve no call to 
frighten a poor woman so. Come away now, Florrie, 
dearie.’ He pulled at her. 

‘Where are you going? ' Reggie murmured. She did not 
go. Her eyes were set on the two yellow slugs. “‘Where 
their worm dieth not,” ' Reggie said slowly. 

She broke out in screams of hysterical laughter; she 
tore herself from Brightman, and reeled and fell down 
writhing and yelling. 

‘So that is that, Mr. Brightman.' Reggie turned to him. 

‘You ’re a wicked soul!’ Brightman whined. ‘My poor 
dearie!' He fell on his knees by her; he began to pray 
forgiveness for her sins. 

‘ My oath!' Bell muttered, and ran up the steps shouting 


to his men. ... 

Some time afterwards the detective left to keep the little 
shop ushered Reggie out. 

On the other side of the street, aloof from the gaping, 
gossiping crowd, superior and placid, his chaulteur smoked 
a cigarette. It was thrown away; the chautleur followed 
him, fell into step beside him. ‘Did I manage all right, 

sir?’ The chauffeur invited praise. 

•You did. Very neat. Very effective. As you know. 
Side, Sam, side. We arc good at destruction. Efficient 
incinerators. Humble function. Other justification for 
existence, doubtful. However. Study to improve. What 


we want now is a toyshop.’ 

‘Sir?’ Sam was puzzled. 

‘I said a toyshop,' Reggie complained. A good toy¬ 
shop. Quick.' . . . 



THE YELLOW SLUGS 357 

i The light of the sunlight was shining into the little room 
j at the hospital where Eddie Hill lay. Upon his bed stood 
f part of a bridge built of strips of metal bolted together, 
f a bridge of grand design. He and Reggie were working 
on the central span. 

There was a tap at the door, a murmur from Reggie, and 
the nurse brought in Bell. He stood looking at Reggie 
with reproachful surprise. ‘So that’s what you Te doing/ 
he protested. 

‘Yes. Something useful at last/ Reggie sighed. ‘Well, 
well. We ’ll have to call this a day, young man. You 've 
done enough. Mustn't get yourself tired.’ 

‘I'm not tired/ the boy protested eagerly. ‘I'm not, 
really/ 

' No. Of course not. Ever so much better. But there's 
another day to-morrow. And you have a big job. Must 
keep fit to go on with it.’ 

‘All right.' The boy lay back, looked at his bridge, 
looked wistfully at Reggie. ‘I can keep this here, can 
I, sir?’ 

‘ Rather. On the table by the bed. So it ’ll be there 
when you wake. Nice, making things, isn’t it? Yes. 
You ’re going to make a lot now. Good-bye. Jolly, 
to-morrow, what? Good-bye.’ He went out with Bell. 
‘Now what’s the matter with you?’ he complained. 

‘Well, I had to have a word with you, sir. This isn’t 
going to be so easy. I thought I’d get you at the 
mortuary doing the post-mortem.' 

‘ Minor matter. Simple matter. Only the dead buryin’ 
their dead. "The boy was urgent. Matter of savin’ life 
there.’ 

‘I'm not saying you’re not right/ said Bell wearily. 
‘But it is a tangle of a case. The divisional surgeon 
reports Mrs. Brightman's mad. Clean off her head.’ 

‘Yes. I agree. What about it?’ 

‘ Seemed to me you pretty well drove her to it. Those 
slugs—oh, my Lord! ’ 

‘Got you, did it? It rather got me. I ’d heard Eddie 
talk of “the worm that dieth not.” I should say he’d 
seen that cellar. Dreamed of it. However. I didn’t 
drive the woman mad. She'd been mad some time. Not 
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medically mad. Not legally mad. But morally. That 
was the work of our Mr. Brightman. I only clarified the 
situation. He almost sent the boy the same way. That's 
been stopped. That isn’t going to happen now. That’s 
the main issue. And we win on it. Not too bad. But 
rather a grim day. Virtue has gone out of me. My dear 
chap!' He took Bell’s arm affectionately. ‘You’re 
tucked up too.’ 

'I don’t mind owning I've had enough,’ said Bell. 
‘This sort of thing tells me I'm not as young as I was. 
And it’s all a tangle yet.’ 

‘My dear chap! Oh, my dear chap!' Reggie murmured. 
‘Empty, aren’t we? Come on. Come home with me.’ 

While Sam drove them back, he declined to talk. He 
stretched in the corner of the car and closed his eyes, and 
bade Bell do the same. While they ate a devilled sole 
and an entrecote Elise, he discussed the qualities of 
Elise, his cook, and of the Romanee which they drank, 
and argued bitterly (though he shared it) that the 
cheese offered in deference to Bell’s taste, a bland 
Stilton, was an insult to the raspberries, the dish of which 
he emptied. 

But when they were established in big chairs in his 
library, with brandy for Bell and seltzer for himself, and 


both pipes were lit, ‘Did you say a tangle? ' he murmured. 
‘Oh, no. Not now. The rest is only routine for your 
young men and the lawyers. It ’ll work out quite easy. 
You can see it all. When Mrs. Brightman was left a widow 
witli her little shop, the pious Brightman pounced on her 
and mastered her. The little shop was only a little living. 
Brightman wanted more. Children were kept very short 
—they might fade out, they might go to the bad—either 
way the devout Brightman would be relieved of their 
keep; and meanwhile it was pleasant making ’em believe 
they were wicked. Old Mrs. \\ iven was brought in as a 
lodger—not out of charity, as the wretched Mrs. Brightman 
was trained to say; she must have had a bit ol money. 
Your young men will be able to trace that. And the\ 11 
find Brightman got it out of her and used it to set up 
his second-hand furniture business. Heard of that soi t of 
thing before, what?' 
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|, ‘I should say I have,’ Bell grunted. ‘My Lord, how 
j often! The widow that falls for a pious brute—the old 
I woman lodger with a bit of money.' 

I ‘Oh, yes. Dreary old game. And then the abnormal 
S variations began. Pious bullyin’ and starvin’ didn’t turn 
the boy into a criminal idiot. He has a mind. He has 
!* an imagination, poor child. Mrs. Wiven didn’t give her¬ 
self up to Brightman like his miserable wife. She had a 
temper. So the old game went wrong. Mrs. Wiven took 
to fussin' about her money. As indicated by Bessie. 
Mrs. Wiven was going to be very awkward. Your young 
men will have to look about and get evidence she'd been 
grumbling. Quite easy. Lots of gossip will be goin'. 
Some of it true. Most of it useful at the trial. Givin’ 
the atmosphere.’ 

Bell frowned. ‘ Fighting with the gloves off, aren’t you ? ’ 
‘Oh, no. No. Quite fair. We have to fight the case 
without the children.' I’m not going to have Eddie put 
in the witness-box, to be tortured about his mad mother 
helpin’ murder. That might break him up for ever. And 
he’s been tortured enough. The brute Brightman isn't 
going to hurt him any more. The children won’t be givin’ 
evidence. I ’ll get half the College of Physicians to certify 
they ’re not fit, if they ’re asked for. But that's not 
goin* to leave Mr. Brightman any way out. Now then. 
Things bein’ thus, Brightman had his motive to murder 
Mrs. Wiven. If he didn’t stop her mouth she'd have him 
in jail. Being a clever fellow, he saw that Eddie’s record 
of stealin’ would be very useful. By the way—notice 
that queer little incident, Bessie bein’ caught pilferin’ by 
Mrs. Wiven yesterday morning? Brightman may have 
fixed that up for another black mark against the children. 
I wonder. But it didn’t go right. He must have had a 
jolt when Mrs. Wiven called out they were all thieves. 
Kind of compellin’ immediate action. His plan would 
have been all ready, of course—salts of lemon in her 
favourite strong tea; a man don't think of an efficient 
way of poisonin’ all of a sudden. And then the incal¬ 
culable Eddie intervened. Reaction of Mrs. Wiven’s 
explosion on him, a sort of divine command to save his 
sister from hell by seeing she died innocent. When. 
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Brightman had the news of that effort at drowning, he 
took it as a godsend. Hear him thanking heaven? Boy 
who was wicked enough to kill a little sister was wicked 
enough for anything. Mr. Brightman read his title clear 
to mansions in the skies. And Mrs. Wiven was promptly 
given her cup o’ tea. She was sick in her room, sick on 
her overall and on her underclothes. Evidence for all 
that conclusive. Remember the damp floor. I should 
say Mrs. Brightman had another swab at that to-day. 
She has a craze about cleaning. We saw that. Feels 
she never can get clean, poor wretch. Well. Mrs. Wiven 
died. Oxalic poisoning generally kills quick. I hope it 
did. They hid the body in the cellar. Plan was clever. 
Take the body out in the quiet of the night and dump it 
on the common with a flask of poisoned tea—put her bag 
in Eddie’s den. All clear for the intelligent police. Devil 
of a boy poisoned the old lady to steal her money, and 
was drownin’ his little sister so she shouldn’t tell on him. 
That's what you thought, wasn’t it? Yes. Well-made 
plan. It stood up against us last night.’ 

‘You did think there was something queer,’ Bell said. 

'I did,' Reggie sighed. ‘Physical smell. Damp musty 
smell. Probably the cellar. And the Brightmans didn’t 
smell nice spiritually. However. Lack of confidence in 
myself. And I have no imagination. I ought to have 
waited and watched. My error. My grave error. Well. 
It was a clever plan. But Brightman was rather bustled. 
That may account for his errors. Fatal errors. Omission 
to remove the soiled underclothes when the messed-up 
overall was taken off. Failure to allow for the habits of 


Limax f1avns.’ 

‘What’s that?’ said Bell. 

‘Official name of yellow slug—cellar slug. I he final, 
damning evidence. I never found any reason for the 
existence of slugs before. However. To round it off 
when you look into Mr. Brightman *s furniture business, 
you ’if find that he has a van, or the use of one. \ou 
must prove it was used last night. I hat s all. Quite simple 
now But a wearin’ case.’ He gazed at Bell with laige, 
solemn eyes. ‘His wife! He’d schooled her thorough. 
Ever hear anything more miserably appealing than her on 
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